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Waterfalls 

Always  in  that  valley  in  Wales  I  hear  the  noise 
Of  waters  falling. 

There  is  a  clump  of  trees 
We  climbed  for  nuts;  and  high  in  the  trees  the  boys 
Lost  in  the  rookery's  cries 

Would  cross,  and  branches  cracking  under  their  knees 

Would  break,  and  make  in  the  winter  wood  new  gaps. 
The  leafmould  covering  the  ground  was  almost  black, 
But  speckled  and  striped  were  the  nuts  we  threw  in  our  caps, 
Milked  from  split  shells  and  cups, 

Secret  as  chestnuts  when  they  are  tipped  from  a  sack, 

Glossy  and  new. 

Always  in  that  valley  in  Wales 
I  hear  that  sound,  those  voices.  They  keep  fresh 
What  ripens,  falls,  drops  into  darkness,  fails, 
Gone  when  dawn  shines  on  scales, 

And  glides  from  village  memory,  slips  through  the  mesh, 

And  is  not,  when  we  come  again. 

Hook: 
Voices  are  under  the  bridge,  and  that  voice  calls, 
Now  late,  and  answers; 

then,  as  the  light  twigs  break 
Back,  there  is  only  the  brook 

Reminding  the  stones  where,  under  a  breath,  it  falls. 
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The  Precision  of  the  Wheel 

TO  MY  SON 

How  like  a  wheel  of  prayer 
The  year  returns, 
Precision  plucked  from  air; 
And  the  soul  learns 
The  rustling  of  those  trees, 
The  changing  sound, 
Music  of  cypresses 
In  hallowed  ground 
And  of  that  younger  green 
Which  drops  its  blooms 
Sudden  as  swallows,  seen 
When  April  comes. 

Your  birthday;  and,  that  night, 

I  stopped,  to  bind 

What  I  had  come  to  write. 

That  month  my  mind 

Had  run  upon  a  coil 

Where  light  newborn 

Revealed  in  weaver's  toil 

Lady  and  unicorn. 

The  sixfold  tapestry 

In  my  mind's  eye 

Held  darkness  searchingly; 

And  then  your  cry. 

Twelve  years  since  then  have  passed, 

And  to  the  day 

This  verse  arrives,  my  last; 

And  I  must  pray, 

If  on  the  door  I  knock 

That  hides  so  many  dead, 

That  savagery  on  rock 

In  vain  be  shed. 

A  secret  law  contrives 

[12] 


To  give  time  symmetry : 
There  is,  within  our  lives, 
An  exact  mystery. 

From  this  October  night 

May  you  be  given 

Peace,  though  the  trees  by  blight 

Or  storms  are  riven. 

And  though  the  abounding  spray 

Destroy  what  issues  from  it, 

May  time  that  law  obey, 

Strict  as  a  comet, 

"Which  gives  in  gratitude 

All  we  give,  back, 

By  that  rich  love  renewed 

Which  misers  lack. 

Child,  what  would  I  not  give 

To  change  for  you 

The  world  in  which  we  live 

And  make  it  new, 

Not  in  the  paths  and  towers 

Of  prayer  and  praise, 

But  in  the  outrageous  powers 

Their  waste  displays. 

May  night's  twin  mysteries, 

Time's  equipoise, 

Call  upon  love,  and  these 

Build  all  your  joys. 
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The  Interval 

This  now  being  finished  and  the  next  unknown, 
I  must  wait  long  to  find  the  words  I  need. 
Verse  tests  the  very  marrow  in  the  bone, 
Yet  man,  being  once  engaged  by  song,  is  freed : 
The  act  itself  is  prayer,  deliberate  in  its  speed. 

Nature  needs  waste;  even  friendship  needs  a  gap. 

Wines  love  delay  and  boats  a  measured  stroke. 

Distance  divides  lightning  and  thunderclap, 

Yet  time  can  in  a  crystal  cleared  of  smoke 

Show  Earth's  arrested  lives  in  mute,  transparent  cloak, 

Now  by  what  current  is  the  swimmer  borne 

Feeling  its  pull  and  subterranean  force? 

Are  the  dead  parched,  or  hunger  the  unborn 

For  present  music,  that  its  certain  course 

Alone  may  fill  their  need  and  heal  them  of  remorse? 

No  pressure  from  this  upper  ground  compels. 
It  is  that  dark  source  which  makes  all  things  new 
Scoops  out,  with  changing  lights,  those  fragile  shells 
"Whose  voice  would  perish,  did  I  not  pursue 
Their  inmost  labyrinth  still,  to  give  the  god  his  due, 
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Rewards  of  the  Fountain 

Let  the  world  offer  what  it  will, 
Its  bargains  I  refuse. 
Those  it  rewards  are  greedy  still. 
I  serve  a  stricter  Muse. 

She  bears  no  treasure  but  the  sands, 
No  bounty  but  the  sea's. 
The  fountain  falls  on  empty  hands. 
She  only  gives  to  these. 

The  living  water  sings  through  her 
Whose  eyes  are  fixed  on  stone. 
My  strength  is  from  the  sepulchre 
Where  time  is  overthrown. 

If  once  I  labour  to  possess 

A  gift  that  is  not  hers, 

The  more  I  gain  in  time,  the  less 

I  triumph  in  the  verse. 


[is] 


Ironies  of  the  Self 


When  hostile  circumstance 

By  thunder,  sleet  or  hail 

Turns  the  sun's  radiance 

Into  a  coat  of  mail, 

Ironies  of  the  self, 

On  you  I  rely 

To  cut  the  loss  by  half 

Of  that  clear  sky, 

And  to  restore  the  place 

Of  Adam's  dream 

Where  Eve  would  walk  with  grace 

In  the  direct  beam. 

What  though  the  scales  are  tipped 

Darkly  the  other  way, 

Humour  is  near  the  crypt 

Where  the  saints  pray. 

And  even  the  mocking  birds 

Are  on  your  side, 

Preening  their  sudden  words 

Against  the  satisfied, 

Just  as  the  crow  alights 

On  a  sheep's  back 

To  kill  the  parasites, 

Or  thrush  will  crack 

A  snailshell  in  the  sun 

Against  a  stone; 

They  show  the  self  undone, 

Pick  clean  the  bone. 

Still,  then,  to  gain  true  ends, 

All  opposition  set; 

To  enemies,  not  friends, 

One  owes  that  debt. 

Yet  he  is  blind  who  mocks 
A  clear  stream  flowing, 
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Nor  learns  the  paradox 

Of  its  grace  and  going. 

Who  can  have  health 

And  laugh  at  those  who  spend 

The  true,  continuous  wealth 

The  mountains  send 

After  a  fall  of  rain 

Through  many  stones? 

Again  and  again 

That  secrecy  intones 

Pure  bounty  which 

The  heart  alone  can  have, 

By  penury  made  rich, 

Refreshed  by  love. 

Whatever  trinket 

The  bright-eyed  jackdaw  choose, 

Thought  can  but  link  it 

To  what  the  heart  must  lose 

If  it  forsake 

The  strict,  unswerving  path 

A  stream  will  take, 

Making  a  stone  its  hearth: 

Dancing  in  the  sun 

Better  than  any, 

Making  all  treasures  run 

From  its  own  penny 

That  sings,  renewed  each  instant, 

Leaps,  being  displaced, 

And  keeps,  in  yielding,  constant, 

In  falling,  chaste. 
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Vine 

Deep-rooted  vine,  delay  your  fruit 
Beyond  youth's  rashness.  I  have  seen 
Rich  promise  wither  to  the  root 
Before  its  time  had  been. 

Drain  all  the  darkness  of  the  soil 
And  stand  there  shrivelled,  crisp  and  dry, 
Too  lifeless  in  your  parchment  coil 
To  open  one  green  eye. 

Some  watch  the  March  winds  animate 
Those  early  bulbs  in  Winter's  bed. 
Envy  them  not,  but  keep  your  state. 
Let  others  think  you  dead. 

Contain  in  secrecy  that  balm 
Strengthening  the  sap  before  it  move, 
That  the  broad  leaves  from  wells  of  calm 
One  day  grow  dark  with  love. 

I  know  a  tree  as  dry  as  yours. 
The  patient  leaf  is  put  forth  late. 
Its  life  is  anchored  in  the  hours 
For  which  the  heart  must  wait. 
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Affinities 

I  find  them  in  the  wings  of  every  age 
While  fools  and  rhetoricians  hold  the  stage. 

They  know  instinctively  that  speculation 
Will  never  reach  a  single  true  equation. 

There  is  no  theory,  however  strict, 
A  work  of  genius  cannot  contradict. 

Who  pulls  tradition  down  and  sets  up  fashion? 
Pretence  is  one  thing,  and  another,  passion. 

In  every  smith  whose  work  I  come  across 
Tradition  is  the  ore,  fashion  the  dross. 

They  who  skim  ice  cannot  afford  to  stumble; 

If  pausing  they  went  through,  they  might  grow  humble. 

Pretenders  mock  the  dead  to  make  their  mark, 
As  little  children  shout  who  fear  the  dark. 

'His  work  is  new.  Why,  then,  his  name  encumber 
With  ancient  poets?'  He  is  of  their  number. 

Complain  against  the  dead,  but  do  not  sue. 
They  never  read  you,  much  less  injured  you. 

Must  it  be  anarchy  to  love  that  nation 
Which  counts  among  its  assets  inspiration? 
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Demands  of  the  Poet 

I  set  my  heart  against  all  lesser  toil. 
Speak  to  me  now  more  closely  than  the  birds. 
That  labour  done,  on  which  I  spent  my  oil, 
Avails  me  nothing  till  you  test  the  words. 

How  much  the  beating  pulse  may  hold  the  years 
Yet  write  the  athletic  wisdom  on  the  page 
You  alone  say.  You  bring  the  authentic  tears 
Which  recognize  the  moment  without  age. 

No  lesser  vision  gives  me  consolation. 
Wealth  is  a  barren  waste,  that  spring  forgot. 
Art  is  the  principle  of  all  creation, 
And  there  the  desert  is,  where  art  is  not. 
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Demands  of  the  Muse 

I  call  up  words  that  he  may  write  them  down. 
My  falling  into  labour  gives  him  birth. 
My  sorrows  are  not  sorrows  till  he  weeps. 
I  learn  from  him  as  much  as  he  from  me 
Who  is  my  chosen  and  my  tool  in  time. 

I  am  dumb :  my  burden  is  not  like  another. 

My  lineaments  are  hid  from  him  who  knows  me. 

Great  is  my  Earth  with  undelivered  words. 

It  is  my  dead,  my  dead,  that  sing  to  him 

This  ancient  moment ;  and  their  voice  is  he. 

Born  into  time  of  love's  perceptions,  he 

Is  not  of  time.  The  acts  of  time  to  him 

Are  marginal.  From  the  first  hour  he  knows  me 

Until  the  last,  he  shall  divine  my  words. 

In  his  own  solitude  he  hears  another. 

I  make  demands  of  him  more  than  another. 

He  sets  himself  a  labour  built  of  words 

Which,  through  my  lips,  brings  sudden  joy  to  him. 

He  has  the  illusion  that  at  last  he  knows  me. 

When  the  toil  ends,  my  confidant  is  he. 

Vision  makes  wise  at  once.  Why  then  must  he 
Wait  through  so  many  years  before  he  knows  me? 
The  bit  is  tempered  to  restrain  his  words 
And  make  laborious  all  that's  dear  to  him. 
So  he  remains  himself  and  not  another. 

Why  is  he  slow  to  praise  me  when  another 
Falls  at  my  feet?  What  conscience  moves  in  him 
To  make  a  stubborn  stand  before  he  knows  me? 
It  is  reluctance  that  resolves  his  words. 
I  have  been  cursed,  indeed,  by  such  as  he. 
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Yet,  though  a  school  invoke  me,  it  is  he 
I  choose,  for  opposition  gives  those  words 
Their  strength;  and  there  is  none  more  near  to  him 
In  thought.  It  is  by  conflict  that  he  knows  me 
And  serves  me  in  my  way  and  not  another. 


[22] 


Sonnet 

TO  CERTAIN  ANCIENT  ANONYMOUS  POETS 

Poets,  like  ancient  streams  which  time  like  sand 
Covers,  across  your  lyric  utterance  thrown, 
Found  again  fresh,  emerging  from  dark  stone, 
Though  dead,  through  you  the  leaves  of  life  expand. 
Ah,  were  it  possible  to  understand 
The  life  sung  down  to  men,  then  each  alone 
Might  fix  his  eyes  where  envies  are  undone, 
Nor  feel  an  exile  in  his  native  land. 

I  thought  of  such  a  power  when  first  I  grew 
As  might  control  base  passions  from  those  tombs 
Where  laurels  rest  and  the  acacia  blooms, 
But  now  I  find  it  where  the  ground  wears  rue. 
Always  it  is  from  joy  my  music  comes 
And  always  it  is  sorrow  keeps  it  true. 
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Muse,  Poet  and  Fountain 

No  living  man  may  compass  what  I  seek. 
No  eye  outside  my  own  may  judge  these  things; 
And  mine  are  downcast  that  my  hand  may  speak. 
In  me  tears  end;  from  me  the  fountain  springs. 

Though  time  still  falls  from  future  into  past, 
Nothing  is  gone  my  hand  may  not  restore. 
Mine  is  the  pulse  that  makes  your  pulse  beat  fast, 
Harmonious  joy  with  stillness  at  the  core. 

I  am  your  peace,  wherever  fortune  move  you, 
Your  strength,  your  birthright  and  your  native  ground. 
I  wait  to  give,  whether  men  scorn  or  love  you, 
Prodigal  strength,  returning  to  my  sound. 
Not  while  you  live,  but  when  grass  waves  above  you, 
When  you  are  dead,  your  labour  shall  be  crowned. 
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The  Crane 

The  crane,  at  his  wit's  end, 
Dances  behind  his  mate. 
She  will  not  apprehend 
His  lonely,  ecstatic  state, 
Nor  that  fine  beat  of  the  brain 
Which  makes  the  wings  unclose, 
Unclose,  tremble,  and  close  again : 
Nothing  of  this  she  knows. 

He  is  moving,  moving  in  ecstasy, 
The  faintly  flushed  white  wings 
Gathered  as  if  to  fly. 
He  moves  to  certain  strings 
Stretched  between  earth  and  sky 
That  enforce  a  rigid  stance. 
Desire  has  fixed  his  eye 
To  execute  his  dance. 

She  and  the  distance  are  cut  off 
While  he  is  thus  engaged. 
Whether  spectators  scoff 
Means  nothing.  He  is  enraged, 
Being  the  relict  of  love, 
At  her  distracted  mind, 
Nor  can  he  demonstrate  enough 
To  make  her  look  behind. 

A  bead  or  trivial  thing 

Beckons  her  steps  away 

From  the  live,  dramatic  wing. 

She  has  let  her  attention  stray, 

Nor  listens  to  that  strict  beat 

Balanced  upon  two  toes. 

He  knows  the  extremes  from  which  they  meet: 

Nothing  of  this  she  knows. 

Drawn  by  the  opposite 
Of  the  solitude  at  her  side, 
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She  eludes  the  startled  fit 

Delusion  has  deified, 

The  exalted,  staring  eyes 

Fixed  on  remotest  space. 

Against  their  abstraction  she  supplies 

A  movement  in  time  and  place. 

He  is  dancing,  he  is  possessed 
By  something  beyond  the  dance. 
She  is  held  by  his  unrest, 
Controlled,  compelled  to  advance, 
As  though  to  define  the  hour 
By  a  step  exactly  cut. 
She  feels  the  penumbra  of  his  power 
In  wings  that  open  and  shut. 

Who  separated  the  pair, 
Born  of  the  selfsame  feather? 
He  simulates  despair, 
But  night  will  bring  them  together. 
It  is  this  that  excites  his  brain 
And  makes  the  wings  unclose, 
Unclose,  tremble,  and  close  again: 
Nothing  of  this  she  knows. 
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Ode  to  Swansea 

Bright  town,  tossed  by  waves  of  time  to  a  hill, 
Leaning  Ark  of  the  world,  dense- windowed,  perched 
High  on  the  slope  of  morning, 
Taking  fire  from  the  kindling  East: 

Look  where  merchants,  traders,  and  builders  move 
Through  your  streets,  while  above  your  chandlers'  walls 
Herring  gulls  wheel,  and  pigeons, 
Mocking  man  and  the  wheelwright's  art. 

Prouder  cities  rise  through  the  haze  of  time, 
Yet,  unenvious,  all  men  have  found  is  here. 
Here  is  the  loitering  marvel 
Feeding  artists  with  all  they  know. 

There,  where  sunlight  catches  a  passing  sail, 
Stretch  your  shell-brittle  sands  where  children  play, 
Shielded  from  hammering  dockyards 
Launching  strange,  equatorial  ships. 

Would  they  know  you,  could  the  returning  ships 
Find  the  pictured  bay  of  the  port  they  left 
Changed  by  a  murmuration, 
Stained  by  ores  in  a  nighthawk's  wing? 

Yes.  Through  changes  your  myth  seems  anchored  here. 
Staked  in  mud,  the  forsaken  oyster  beds 
Loom;  and  the  Mumbles  lighthouse 
Turns  through  gales  like  a  seabird's  egg. 

Lundy  sets  the  course  of  the  painted  ships. 
Fishers  dropping  nets  off  the  Gower  coast 
Watch  them,  where  shag  and  cormorant 
Perch  like  shades  on  the  limestone  rocks. 

You  I  know,  yet  who  from  a  different  land 
Truly  finds  the  town  of  a  native  child 


Nurtured  under  a  rainbow, 

Pitched  at  last  on  Mount  Pleasant  hill? 

Stone-runged  streets  ascending  to  that  crow's  nest 
Swinging  East  and  West  over  Swansea  Bay 
Guard  in  their  walls  Cwmdonkin's 
Gates  of  light  for  a  bell  to  close. 

Praise,  but  do  not  disturb,  heaven's  dreaming  man 
Not  awakened  yet  from  his  sleep  of  wine. 
Pray,  while  the  starry  midnight 
Broods  on  Singleton's  elms  and  swans. 


[28] 


A  True  Picture  Restored 


MEMORIES  OF  DYLAN  THOMAS 

Nearer  the  pulse  than  other  themes 
His  deathborn  claims  are  pressed. 
Fired  first  by  Milton,  then  the  dreams 
Of  Herbert's  holy  breast, 
Out  of  his  days  the  sunlight  streams 
And  fills  the  burning  West. 

I  look  where  soon  the  frosty  Plough 
Shall  hang  above  the  sill 
And  see  the  colours  westward  flow 
To  green  Carmarthen's  hill. 
There  sinks  the  sky  of  changes  now 
On  waters  never  still. 

Praise  God,  although  a  time  is  gone 

That  shall  not  come  again, 

If  ever  morning  rightly  shone, 

A  glass  to  make  all  plain, 

The  man  I  mourn  can  make  it  live, 

Every  fallen  grain. 

I  see  the  house  where  we  would  meet; 
I  see  my  steps  return, 
Kicking  the  sparks  of  the  Swansea  street, 
And  still  those  windows  burn, 
Struck  by  the  sunrise  hour  of  life 
With  all  men's  lives  to  learn. 

My  echoing  footsteps  when  they  stop 

Reconstitute  the  town, 

That  working  window  at  the  top, 

The  neophyte  and  clown 

Setting  the  reel  and  arc-light  up 

To  pull  illusion  down. 


The  various  roofs  beneath  that  house, 
The  crooked  roads  and  straight, 
The  excess  or  strictness  God  allows 
In  every  devious  fate, 
He  honoured  these  with  early  vows 
And  cursed  the  aloof  with  late. 

The  latest  dead,  the  latest  dead, 
How  should  he  have  died, 
He  in  whom  Eden's  morning 
Had  left  its  ancient  pride, 
Adam,  God,  and  maiden, 
Love,  and  the  yearning  side? 

And  Wales,  when  shall  you  have  again 

One  so  true  as  he, 

Whose  hand  was  on  the  mountain's  heart, 

The  rising  of  the  sea, 

And  every  praising  bird  that  cries 

Above  the  estuary? 

He  never  let  proud  nature  fall 
Out  of  its  pristine  state. 
The  hunchback  fed  upon  a  love 
That  made  the  crooked  straight, 
No  single  promise  broken 
On  which  the  heart  must  wait. 

The  heron  poised  above  the  glass 
With  straight  and  stabbing  bill, 
Among  the  water's  moods  that  pass 
Choosing  to  strike  and  kill, 
Transfixed  the  sky  with  holiest  eye 
When  the  whole  heart  was  still. 

Down  to  the  solstice  moves  the  sun 
And  through  Saint  Lucie's  night 
Under  the  earth  all  rivers  run 
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Back  to  the  birth  of  light. 
Among  the  living  he  was  one 
Who  felt  the  world  in  flight. 

Climbing  Cwmdonkin's  dock-based  hill, 
I  found  his  lamp-lit  room, 
The  great  light  in  the  forehead 
Watching  the  waters'  loom, 
Compiling  there  his  doomsday  book 
Or  dictionary  of  doom. 

More  times  than  I  can  call  to  mind 

I  heard  him  reading  there. 

His  eyes  with  fervour  could  make  blind 

All  clocks  about  a  stair 

On  which  the  assenting  foot  divined 

The  void  and  clustered  air. 

That  was  the  centre  of  the  world, 
That  was  the  hub  of  time. 
The  complex  vision  faded  now, 
The  simple  grew  sublime. 
There  seemed  no  other  valid  stair 
For  wondering  feet  to  climb. 

That  strictest,  lie-disrobing  act 
Testing  the  poem  read 
Which,  after  toil  and  plumbing, 
Left  the  first  cause  unsaid, 
Showed  me  his  nature  then  as  now, 
The  life  he  gave  the  dead. 

There,  near  Cwmdonkin,  first  and  last, 

Witness  of  lives  below, 

He  held  the  unrisen  wisdom  fast 

From  heaven  in  overthrow, 

Where  lamps  of  hooded  meaning  cast 

Light  on  the  words  below. 
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And  later,  in  that  toppling  house 
Over  the  village  hearse, 
Where  the  Portreeve  assembled 
His  birds  and  characters, 
It  was  the  dying  earth  he  gave 
To  heaven  in  living  verse. 

In  London,  when  the  blinds  were  drawn 

Blackening  a  barbarous  sky, 

He  plucked,  beneath  the  accusing  beams, 

The  mote  out  of  his  eye. 

In  the  one  death  his  eye  discerned 

The  death  all  deaths  must  die. 

'My  immortality,'  he  said, 
'Now  matters  to  my  soul 
Less  than  the  deaths  of  others.' 
And  would  not  fame  enrol 
Every  forgotten  character 
If  Shakespeare  held  the  scroll? 

The  latest  dead,  the  latest  dead, 
What  power  could  pull  him  down 
Who  on  a  breath  of  vision 
Could  animate  a  town, 
Could  plunder  every  shy  retreat 
And  give  the  lost  renown? 

Not  by  the  wars  of  human  minds 

Nor  by  the  jealous  word 

Nor  by  the  black  of  London's  blinds 

Or  coffin's  rattling  cord, 

But  by  the  stillness  of  that  voice 

The  picture  is  restored. 

Let  each  whose  soul  is  in  one  place 

Still  to  that  place  be  true. 

The  man  I  mourn  could  honour  such 


With  every  breath  he  drew. 
I  never  heard  him  wish  to  take 
A  life  from  where  it  grew. 

And  yet  the  man  I  mourn  is  gone, 

He  who  could  give  the  rest 

So  much  to  live  for  till  the  grave, 

And  do  it  all  in  jest. 

Hard  it  must  be,  beyond  this  day, 

For  even  the  grass  to  rest. 
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Ode  to  Nijinsky 

That  you  should  die  at  peace,  all  would  have  prayed. 
That  you  should  ever  die,  none  would  believe 
Once,  where  the  dance  upheld  you, 
Winged  like  a  god,  and  creation's  wonder. 

Who  fostered  you?  The  grace  of  Mallarme's  Faun 
Smiled;  you  brought  to  Gautier's  perfection  life. 
Valery  dreamed,  and  waking 
Saw  in  your  dance  his  divine  Narcissus. 

Which  of  the  gods  did  you  most  resemble?  None 
Could  match  your  singular  art,  so  lithe  on  the  world 
Alighting,  not  even  Orpheus 
Could  create  such  pause,  such  mysterious  cadence. 

Yet  from  an  earlier  myth,  young  before  Greece, 
Your  fingers  learnt  the  unspoken  language  of  flowers. 
Eloquence,  gained  by  silence, 
Rose  to  declare  the  eternal  moment. 

Yes,  as  Diaghilev  saw,  where  your  shadow  fell 
The  centuries  merged;  your  hands  united  the  ages. 
Taught  by  a  deeper  idiom, 
Movement  you  took  from  the  core  of  stillness. 

Both  light  and  shadow  crossed  your  figures  prescribed, 
Yet  you  broke,  like  a  fish,  all  nets  of  design, 
Coiling  distance,  a  dolphin 
Doubled  in  dance,  in  a  fountain  leaping. 

Glorious  form,  the  fate  of  the  greatly  endowed 
Embodying,  you  incomparably  we  see 
Dance,  where  the  moving  heavens 
Answer  Copernicus'  pictures,  dying. 

He  whose  hands  lay  crossed  on  the  starry  heavens, 
Knew  his  heresy  true  of  the  circling  Earth : 
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Strict  and  true  revolutions 

Hold  us  still,  like  the  heavenly  bodies. 

You,  you  also,  fearing  the  truth  you  revealed, 
All  time's  limits  held  in  your  rigid  clasp, 
Pressed  by  divine  renewal, 
Acted  the  rite  of  your  valediction. 

In  the  cell  of  windows  whose  secret  you  alone  knew, 
Dark  as  your  drawings  controlled  by  shadow,  there  shines 
A  statement,  cut  by  a  diamond: 
'I,  when  I  am  not  loved,  must  perish.' 

Rhythmic  demigod,  prince  to  marvelling  eyes, 
Presence  controlling  their  myths  extended  in  space, 
Dancing  you  wore,  Nijinsky, 
And  dead  you  transfigure,  the  mask  of  genius. 
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A  Bell  Unrung 

In  those  days  stone  became  bright  and  the  dove  bright-grey. 

Bells  in  sunlight  fell  upon  births  and  weddings. 

My  tongue  clove  to  heaven's  roof,  where  night  and  morning 

Moved  as  before.  Yet  it  seemed  from  the  East  each  day 

The  sun  rose  more  slowly,  announcing  tidings. 

I  noticed  the  page  of  history  my  hand  was  turning, 

And  looked  at  it  twice  before  I  laid  it  away. 

Sickness  struck.  Thieves  overheard,  or  Shades, 

In  the  garden  of  Eden  known  to  me  from  my  birth 

Held  distance  hung  on  a  sensitive  needle's  trembling. 

Had  I  not  seen  in  a  leaf  before  it  fades 

The  symmetry  of  the  heavens?  And  touching  earth 

The  round  sun  dropped,  as  low  as  a  leaf,  assembling 

In  a  heavy  drop  all  places,  postures  and  trades. 

A  fuller's  whiteness  filled  heaven  from  the  fall  of  dew. 
How  still  the  world !  I  listened.  The  bell  in  the  steeple 
Did  not  move.  All  night  the  loom  of  the  stars 
Was  winding,  watched  by  the  counting  clocks,  a  new 
Sheet  for  one  soul  in  a  city  emptied  of  people. 
Precious  time !  I  kept  my  shade,  like  a  vase, 
From  the  voices  of  substitution,  silent  for  you. 
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Three  Sonnets  for  Charles  Williams 

i 

Crystalline  scribe  of  the  pure  Parousia,  chronicling  passion's 

tale 
Of  Logres,  giver  of  questing  knights,  deliver  from  sorcery's 

hands 
The  chivalry  of  the  star-plucked  heavens;  reveal,  where  Galahad 

stands 
Near  the  wolf  in  the  forest  of  Broceliande,  Taliesin  the  nightin- 
gale 
Soothing  Helayne  in  the  night  of  labour,  divining  the  labouring 

sail 
Of  the  song-borne  ship,  and  invoking  her  joy,  her  infant  in 

swaddling-bands, 
Substitution's  fruit,  to  Blanchefleur  carried,  foretelling  that 

union  of  lands 
Which  won,  through  Lancelot's  son,  the  grandeur  and  grace  of 

the  Grail. 

You  still  of  that  excellent  absurdity  jealously  guard  the  key 
Which  maps  the  just,  geometrical  heavens  for  King  Arthur's 

avatars 
In  a  luminous  pattern,  a  network  of  roads,  Jerusalem  carried  by 

sea 
In  a  ship,  and  Byzantium's  womanlike  Europe  pondering  above 

her  wars 
Those  time-consuming  acts  of  identity  narrowing  to  make  men 

free, 
Intricate  watcher,  catcher  of  men,  in  a  net  drawn  close  to  the 

stars. 


On  Pelles'  castle  the  dove  alighting,  the  wing; 
On  Orkney's  rock  the  seabird  falling,  the  scream; 
In  garden  and  rock  the  face  forming,  the  dream 
Knit  with  the  dream  of  Empire:  these  you  sing. 
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Beat  on  the  basin  of  gold,  beat,  to  unchain 
Fettered  spirits;  strike,  till  the  hammered  joy's 
Vibration,  pierced  by  the  dove,  by  the  seabird's  noise, 
Makes  known  immortal  healing  and  mortal  pain. 

Poets  may  choose  one  time.  When  the  choice  is  made 
Time  takes  root,  and  the  lovers  within  that  time 
Begin  purgatorial  journeys,  Shade  by  Shade. 
You  did  not  stretch  to  the  compass  of  Dante's  rhyme 
But  made  a  mosaic  of  history,  where  sublime 
Courtiers  tell  time's  truth,  and  the  penance  paid. 


3 

How  early  a  room  in  the  heart  you  prepare  to  receive  our  King, 
Breakfasting  on  that  glory,  translator  of  temporal  day 
To  the  ninefold  access  of  heaven,  with  recoil  and  interplay 
Where  every  gesture,  pause  of  the  heart,  achievement  or  suf- 
fering 
Is  a  witness  held  in  check.  For  you  the  immediate  thing 
Has  true  dimensions ;  no  time  is  for  chance  to  spirit  away, 
No  space  for  stars  to  outspeed.  Through  strictness  the  pictures 

stay, 
Caught  by  the  voice,  and  held :  an  eternal  banqueting. 

Christ's  Second  Coming  governs  all  lives;  and  the  time  you 

chose 
Is  the  dawn  of  the  expectation.  Nothing  of  life  can  pass 
In  their  meeting  and  parting  from  those  who  lived,  revealed  in 

the  window-glass 
Of  your  dazzling  verse,  like  the  flight  of  a  sleigh  under  bells 

where  Libra  shows ; 
Yet  for  you  the  ninth  heaven  moves  where  a  petal  falling  on 

grass 
Divides  Taliesin  from  Dindrane,  in  the  fire-forged  light  of  her 

snows. 
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Ode 

TO  T.  S.  ELIOT 

Since  the  human  motive  is  always  fallible 
And  the  design  of  good 
Draws  from  none  but  the  humble 
Such  a  life  as  is  always  new, 

May  you,  sifting  truly  the  power  of  fantasy 
Over  the  growing  child, 
Kindling  time  like  a  candle, 
Marvel,  seeing  its  praise  transformed. 

Warn  mankind,  though  softly :  'Time  remains  plausible. 

Test  the  contented  man; 

Seek  within  his  responses, 

And  in  yours,  what  must  still  be  found/ 

Since  the  self-corrected  alone  is  innocent 

And  the  impulsive  heart 

Brings  betrayal  of  glory, 

Nor  can  thrive  till  it  live  by  prayer, 

Who  can  better  teach  how  little  is  visible 
Save  in  the  eye  of  God? 
Tentatively  you  struggled, 
Mapping  slowly  the  land  we  know. 

Not  by  wide  acclaim  you  tested  accomplishment. 
Early  fame  was  deceit; 
Failures  nourished  the  honest, 
Moulded  still  by  a  force  unknown. 

Rich  in  time's  ambition,  you  yet  chose  penury, 
Paying  a  timeless  debt, 
One  intensity  binding 
Future  ages  and  all  the  Past. 
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Next  you  pruned  the  English  language  of  luxury 
Lest  it  should  waste  its  strength, 
Matching  strictness  to  music, 
Incantation  to  living  speech. 

Art  is  various,  verse  develops  unsearchably. 
See,  from  the  mid-leaf  born, 
Growth  may  copy  the  cactus, 
Yet  adhere  to  its  ancient  root. 

Prayer  alone  makes  all  that  perishes  permanent. 

Step  by  step  we  are  led 

Past  a  moment  of  terror : 

From  that  moment  our  works  proceed. 

These  things  came  to  you  as  you  waited  patiently 

Under  the  tree  of  life. 

Taking  Dante  for  master, 

You  descanted  on  London  Bridge. 

Many  streets  and  lives  we  judge  by  that  instrument, 
Yet  no  measurement  can 
Judge  the  loss  of  a  person, 
So  discreet  is  the  dance  of  life. 

Let  none  doubt  the  disguise.  See  how  deformity 
Under  attentive  eyes 
Bears  perfection  within  it, 
Speaking  low  its  athletic  style. 

Strong  is  he  who  knows  mankind  through  infirmity 
And  who  practises  love, 
Seeing  each  from  the  godhead 
Living  here  as  an  earthly  son. 

This,  then,  most,  your  birthday  justly  will  celebrate, 
That  the  divining  mind 
Finds  regenerate  waters 
Turning  all  to  effects  of  grace. 
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Fountain  cities,  too,  preserve  a  community 
Never  entirely  lost 

Though  destruction,  though  bondage 
Leave  their  mark  on  the  roads  and  walls. 

Vision  gives  man  strength  no  danger  will  dominate. 
Time  is  redeemed,  while  he 
Earths  in  safety  the  lightning 
Shining  through  the  ironic  mask. 

How  best  keep  the  bold  example  in  memory? 
Age  is  potent  to  show 
Youth's  impelled  emulation 
How  to  feed  its  exalted  will. 

Each  for  all  men's  hearts  is  counted  responsible. 
Therefore  that  land  is  waste 
Which  forgets  for  a  moment 
Passion's  healer  and  treasured  spring. 
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Zennor  Cottages 
(once  sheltering  d.  h.  lawrence) 

Vv  hat  pledge  of  honour 
Obsessing  the  whole  mind, 
Broken  near  Zennor 
Into  stone  and  wind, 

Shows  one  inhabiting 
A  cottage,  who  gave  wrongs 
A  name,  while  he  would  sing 
His  German  songs? 

Who  would  have  thought  that  here 
Where  the  yellow  flower  breaks  stone 
His  presence  should  appear, 
And  those  years  gone? 

Two  wars,  two  cottages, 
Where  famished  the  hawk  falls; 
The  heart's  imprisoned  seas 
In  granite  walls 

Revive  with  a  sigh 
The  man's  peculiar  load 
When  before  Italy 
He  trod  this  road. 

Here  is  the  landscape  he 
Knew  bitterly;  but  now, 
Where  breaks  the  exterior  sea, 
I  notice  how 

The  fields  he  knew,  though  bleak, 
Still  nourish  for  their  own 
A  strength  which  cannot  speak 
Till  life  is  gone. 
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The  Ballad  of  the  Mermaid  of  Zennor 

^K/here  grey  Land's  End  repels  the  sky 

The  granite  boulders  stand 

Reared  in  a  column.  There  they  lie 

Laid  by  a  giant's  hand, 

And  there  the  ascending  seabirds  fly 

Beyond  the  last  of  land. 

The  shallow  hills  reflect  that  grey, 
The  walled-in  fields  are  bleak. 
The  road  from  Zennor  winds  its  way 
West,  in  a  barren  streak, 
Shunning  the  softer  forms  of  day, 
Forgetting  what  men  speak. 

Who  stands  upon  that  farthest  ledge 

And  sees  the  Atlantic  break, 

Back  through  the  fields  with  stones  for  hedge 

His  Eastward  way  will  take 

To  Zennor' s  valley  and  its  pledge, 

A  legend  cut  in  teak. 

The  tale  in  teak  has  worn  away 
These  last  five  hundred  years 
But  still  the  church  of  granite  grey 
Its  haunting  music  hears 
While  fields  are  singing  or  obey 
The  silence  winter  wears. 


The  black  teak  near  the  chancel  stands 

And  shines  there  like  a  shell. 

The  boy  above  her  dripping  hands 

Had  sung  too  well,  too  well. 

The  mermaid  dragged  him  to  her  sands 

And  bound  him  with  her  spell. 
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He:  'Why  break,  why  break,  unending  waves? 
O  take  me,  lead  me  home ! 
The  stones  I  long  for  are  your  naves 
Where  Cornish  folk  would  come, 
But  here  black  wood,  in  secret  caves 
The  darkness  of  the  foam!' 

She:  'Come  down,  come  down  from  that  high  chair, 
That  hook  with  hassock  hung ; 
Climb  from  the  sailors'  swinging  stair, 
Leap  from  the  bottom  rung. 
Now  throw  your  life  into  my  care 
And  be  forever  young. 

For  you  and  I  as  one  must  be, 
A  mermaid  and  a  boy, 
Joined  in  the  always  moving  sea 
Where  dolphins  leap  for  joy. 
Forget  the  stones,  the  starry  tree ; 
The  thought  of  graves  put  by. 

This  music  hovered  round  your  soul 

Before  you  first  drew  breath, 

And  those  its  caul  has  covered  whole 

Shall  never  come  to  death, 

Long  though  the  murderous  seawaves  roll 

With  many  and  many  a  wreath.' 

A  thousand  tides,  a  thousand  tides, 

And  bridals  on  the  hill. 

The  sunken  ships  with  broken  sides 

Lean  over  and  are  still. 

A  granite  church  the  seaweed  hides ; 

Its  aisles  the  fishes  fill. 

He:  'Why  break,  why  break,  unending  waves? 
O  take  me,  take  me  home ! 
Down  to  your  stones,  along  your  naves 

[44] 


The  worshippers  have  come. 

But  mine  the  night,  the  secret  caves, 

The  darkness  of  the  foam!' 

She:  'Bend  down,  bend  down,  and  hear  my  wood: 
None  was  more  sweetly  strung. 
The  tenor  boy  who  fell  was  good. 
I  heard  his  golden  tongue. 
He  raised  my  spirit  from  the  flood 
And  on  his  voice  I  hung. 

His  music  pierced  my  heart,  and  then 

I  called  him  from  the  sea. 

He  left  the  church,  he  left  the  men, 

He  stood  upon  the  quay. 

The  long  rope  ladder  held  him  then, 

And  then  the  rope  went  free.' 

But  was  it  he  who  heard  her  sing 

Or  did  she  first  hear  him? 

Black  as  bright  teak  the  cormorants  fling 

Up  from  the  waves  they  skim 

The  silver  fish,  and  mussels  cling 

And  close  above  the  hymn. 

The  mermaid  knows  what  no  man  knows, 

The  secrets  of  a  shell, 

The  pearl  on  fire,  the  breaking  rose, 

The  murmuring,  foundered  bell 

Whose  sound  through  singing  chambers  goes 

Crossed  by  the  tingling  swell. 

And  every  adolescent  knows 
How  searching  is  that  song 
And  how  mysteriously  it  flows 
Plucked  from  a  death  so  young 
When  unborn  years  with  passion  close 
The  casket  of  the  strong. 
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She:  'However  long  the  waters  roll 
Longer  my  love  shall  be, 
Nor  shall  you  leave  my  burning  soul 
Torn  by  the  moving  sea, 
Though  all  the  bells  of  Zennor  toll 
And  say  you  died  for  me.' 
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Stay,  stay,  of  silence  best  example, 
Making  that  distant  moment  mine, 
You  to  whom  love  assigned  a  temple, 
You  in  whom  love  preserved  a  shrine. 

Day  after  day  you  took  young  pleasure, 
Caught  by  your  tutor,  clasped  and  held, 
Served  by  his  love  in  double  measure, 
Chastened  by  wit,  by  will  compelled. 

You,  then,  he  taught,  your  neighbours  cheating, 
Hiding  the  joy  which  made  you  wise. 
Abelard's  rebuke,  the  noise  of  beating, 
Guarded  the  pledge  in  your  two  eyes. 

Still  did  your  married  body,  grieving, 
Cherish,  though  banished,  his  warm  breath, 
Chilled  by  his  words,  no  promise  leaving 
To  count  the  embraces  after  death. 

Twenty-one  years,  twice  borne,  are  ending. 
Shock,  then  bereavement,  come  of  age. 
Your  body  falls.  His  arms  ascending 
Take  down  your  constancy  for  wage. 

Now  the  grave  creaks  beneath  your  lover. 
Nightingales  sing  for  bride  and  groom. 
Seeing  you  cut  off,  yet  bound  for  ever, 
Are  not  all  dumb  before  your  tomb? 
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To  Holderlin 

Poet  of  godlike  stillness,  anchorite, 
Son  of  the  world  God  made  before  man  sinned, 
Outcast  of  Hellas,  aether's  lonely  friend, 
Worshipper  wounded  at  the  shrine  of  light: 
Children  were  no  less  glorious  in  your  sight 
Than  those  blest  genii  whom  you  saw  descend; 
The  sea  held  riches  from  the  same  first  mind : 
Love  was  to  you  as  to  the  birds  their  flight. 

You  looked  for  constancy.  Heroic  power 

Greece  gave  you.  Deep  was  every  breath  you  drew, 

Deeper  the  sacrifice  which  overthrew 

All  with  divinity;  but  then  love's  hour 

Had  broken  Rousseau's  consecrated  flower, 

The  tragic  splendour  of  the  entirely  true. 


Harmonious  Nature  named  you  her  happiest  child, 
Singer  of  Patmos  and  the  golden  islands. 
Godlike,  reborn  of  light's  aethereal  silence, 
The  Christian  and  the  Greek  were  reconciled. 
Your  senses  prayed,  and  on  that  happy  field 
Heaven's  light,  all-healing,  bathed  the  enamoured  lands. 
You  heard  the  stillness  under  which  Christ  stands. 
In  Diotima's  eyes  stood  love  revealed. 

Over  the  castle  hung  with  a  kestrel's  power 

Her  memory,  rivers,  mountains  peaked  with  snow 

Descending  sheer,  for  shadows  to  devour. 

Smooth  on  the  flowering  lake,  swans  plunged  their  eyes 

Into  a  walled,  a  wintry  world  below, 

Where  light  was  cloistered,  and  became  unwise. 
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To  Heinrich  Heine 

(ON  THE  CENTENARY  OF  HIS  DEATH) 

Heine,  they  do  not  know  you. 

Your  footstep  crossed  the  sun, 

And  where  you  stepped  the  world  was  changed 

You  and  the  world  were  one. 

You  used  the  range  of  fancy. 
Your  colours  were  the  Spring's. 
There  was  no  leaf  in  all  the  wood 
But  listened  to  your  strings. 

Softly  the  Muse  had  told  you, 
Cradled  above  the  Rhine, 
To  tell  both  France  and  Germany : 
'This  that  you  claim  is  mine', 

In  truth  that  secret  cadence 
Remained  through  exile  strong. 
No  other  could  recall  his  land 
In  such  elusive  song. 

Since  love  endured  oppression 
You  painted  with  your  hand 
A  subtle,  mediaeval  mask 
To  hide  your  native  land. 

There  you  concealed  your  wisdom. 
Little  the  mask  betrayed 
How  long  the  lightness  of  your  line 
Had  struggled  with  the  shade. 

To  you  earth's  crust  was  crystal. 
You  saw  through  it  like  glass. 
The  grief  of  lovers  under  ground 
Beckoned  the  constant  stars. 
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Out  of  the  grave  you  raised  them, 
The  nightingale  and  rose. 
To  you  death's  pillow  was  a  stone 
Where  running  water  flows. 

No,  none  has  understood  you 
Since  the  last  words  you  gave 
While  Paris  overheard  you  sing 
Upon  your  mattress-grave. 

Hatred  and  wit  engaged  you; 
Your  language  was  your  sword. 
Yet  you  despised  all  words  save  one, 
And  candour  was  that  word. 


How  well  that  sculptor  showed  you 
Lifted  above  the  dead, 
Spirit  with  deathward  gliding  arms 
And  backward  glancing  head. 

So  slight  a  faunlike  spirit 

A  prostrate  figure  clung, 

It  showed  your  inarticulate  love, 

The  coin  beneath  your  tongue. 

The  statue  stood  in  Frankfurt 
On  a  rose-planted  lawn 
Embodying  there  a  double  dream, 
Fliegender  Geist,  yet  Faun. 

That  dream  which  formed  your  vision 
Still  with  deceptive  art 
Retraces  passion's  bas-relief 
Back  to  your  secret  heart. 
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Wordsworth 

The  barren  mountains  were  his  theme, 
Nature  the  force  that  made  him  strong. 
This  day  died  one  who,  like  a  stone, 
Altered  the  course  of  English  song. 

A  hundred  years !  The  waters  still 
Murmur  the  truth  he  bent  to  glean 
Where  bird  and  sunset,  copse  and  hill 
Composed  the  grave,  harmonious  scene. 

The  humble  and  unknown  became 
His  oracles.  Infirm  old  age 
Matching  obscurity  to  fame 
Taught,  like  a  child,  the  listening  sage. 

About  his  melancholy  mind 
Thundered  the  waterfalls.  How  few 
Have  left  on  water,  light  and  wind 
So  calm  a  print  of  all  he  knew. 

How  cold  the  waters,  yet  how  clear : 
How  grave  the  voice,  how  fine  the  thread 
That  quickening  the  returning  year 
Restores  his  landscape  and  his  dead ! 
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The  Death  of  Keats 

Try  as  you  may  to  banish  from  your  mind 
The  fact  of  his  arrival,  here  he  came. 
Say  that  another  age  is  not  the  same; 
But  still  the  Past,  with  Future  intertwined, 
Confronts  you.  On  this  page  the  name  he  signed 
Brings  back  the  time,  as  embers  bring  the  flame. 
The  achievement  does  not  matter,  nor  the  fame; 
The  death-mask  does :  for  here  his  head  reclined 
In  death  on  its  last  pillow.  Love's  low  cloud 
Whose  intimate  language  he  had  overheard 
Sheathing  a  lightning-stroke  too  bright  to  bear 
Controls  his  death-bed,  while  the  pilgrim  crowd, 
Thinking  of  one  whom  Genius  had  preferred, 
Wait  in  the  realm  of  homage,  not  of  prayer. 
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Browning  in  Venice 

I  am  lucky  to  come  here,  though  late,  to  encounter  his  shade 

With  the  splendours  displayed 

In  these  galleries  bounded  by  walls 

Where  the  wave-ripple  falls, 

And  the  book  about  Browning  in  Venice  with  poems  he  built 

To  analyse  guilt. 

Do  the  pictures  throw  back  the  grave  scrutiny  he  gave  them 

once? 
There  is  nothing  to  show 
That  their  eyes  in  the  dark-shuttered  house  that  was  later  his 

son's 
Met  his  own  long  ago. 

At  that  time  he  would  not  be  disturbed  by  so  distant  a  ghost 

Walking  here  with  that  host 

Of  his  characters  beckoned  from  tombs 

To  evocative  rooms, 

Men  and  women  alive  in  their  past  where  the  lives  he  had  drawn 

Sauntered  up  with  the  dawn. 

The  spectral  chimaera  of  absence  he  knew  was  controlled 

By  the  presence  and  gaze 

Of  the  pulse  that  looked  forward  to  age  as  a  book  that  would 

hold 
The  beginning  of  days. 

Very  gently  the  ripple  glides  out  from  the  gondola's  track 

Expecting  him  back 

From  the  flaming  Giudecca,  or  else 

At  the  sound  of  dark  bells 

From  Torcello,  Murano,  where  glass  or  a  gold-beater's  shop 

Compelled  him  to  stop. 

It  was  here,  as  the  wake  became  still,  that  his  forehead  was 

caught, 
Unaffrighted  by  time 

When  the  doors  of  San  Marco  flew  open  and  laid  upon  thought 
Their  Moor-stricken  chime. 
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Yet  how  close  would  he  be  to  our  access  if  gone  were  the  grace 

Of  this  magical  place 

Tintoretto  and  Titian  supplied, 

Nor  Bellini  denied, 

Where  time  is  suspended  in  light,  in  a  hive  that  contains 

All  its  opulent  gains? 

Here  in  Venice  his  voice  murmurs  back  like  the  wash  of  a  boat 

From  the  water-struck  print 

That  could  capture  the  prow  of  the  past  with  its  confident  note 

And  serene  aquatint. 

How  the  wrist  is  impelled  by  desire  when  the  shadow  Earth 

flings 
Gives  the  moment  dark  wings ! 
So  last  night  I  saw  thoughts  go  like  ships 
Through  the  path  of  eclipse, 

And  the  race  of  that  darkness  returns  to  my  foot  on  the  stair 
From  inscrutable  air. 

Here  the  walls  and  Tiepolo's  ceiling  are  shuttered  in  gloom 
Where  no  sunlight  can  break, 
And  a  secret,  unsatisfied  ripple  returns  to  the  room 
From  the  gondola's  wake. 

What  controlled  expectation  was  here,  what  delight  and  what 

wit 
When  the  waters  were  lit 
By  that  intricate  thread  of  the  mind 
He  would  slowly  unwind 

Binding  nature  to  art  as  he  brought  to  the  poems  he  made 
The  tools  of  his  trade ! 
They  are  gone,  and  a  speed-boat  goes  past  them  white-winged 

in  its  grace 
While  the  hand  that  is  free 

Holds  the  tiller  and  leaps  the  gold  surface  to  gratify  space 
On  its  path  to  the  sea. 
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THE   CHILDHOOD 
OF   HOLDERLIN 


The  Childhood  of  Holderlin 

'Only  one  Summer  grant,  you  Powerful  Ones, 
And  one  Autumn  to  my  full-ripened  song, 
That  my  heart  willingly  by  the  tender 
Harp-strings  be  satisfied;  let  me  die,  then. 

The  soul  to  which  its  godlike  right  when  alive 
Came  not,  down  in  Orcus  shall  find  no  rest; 
But  once  the  holy  one  that  against 

My  heart  lies  close,  the  poem,  is  uttered, 

Welcome,  then,  O  peace  of  the  world  of  Shades ! 
Content  am  I,  even  if  the  play  of  strings 
Has  not  down-guided  my  footsteps;  once 
Lived  I  as  gods  live,  and  more  I  crave  not/ 
4  To  the  Fates' — Holderlin. 


Surely  the  racing  foal  has  discerned  through  darkness 

The  light  out  of  which  man  came,  and  the  violet-root 

Has  sucked  the  fountain  over  which  Dante  bent 

And  found  the  river  of  light.  Yet  dust  is  dust. 

Who  could  rebuild  from  this  the  childhood  of  Holderlin? 

Who  dare  look  twice,  who  dare  look  once,  into  heaven? 
He  looked,  his  eyes  upheld,  and  the  aether  loved  him. 
In  that  pure  instant  he  knew  the  workings  of  nature. 
He  had  found  stillness,  the  calm  of  beautiful  bodies. 
When  he  looked  down,  his  eyes  were  blinded  to  shadows. 

Refusing  change,  he  fashioned  the  shafts  of  the  Odes, 
A  quiver  of  joy.  Where  faith  from  the  single  eye 
Travelled,  the  light  was  immortally  true;  yet  he 
Suffered.  A  wound  was  in  the  nature  of  man. 
He  grieved,  while  Spring  restored  green  life  to  the  tree. 
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He  thought  of  that  ancient  error,  returning  home. 
Sophocles'  music  changed  him;  the  chorus-endings 
Pierced  his  marrow:  joy  had  a  tragic  base. 
Nothing  but  grief  could  match  the  joy  in  his  heart. 
The  wound  of  love  was  his,  the  unhealing  wound. 

In  tragic  suffering  he  touched  the  heart  of  the  god. 
Pindar  taught  him  majesty,  Sophocles,  beauty. 
Under  creation  moved  the  myth  of  Empedocles. 
Harmonious  nature  differed  from  exiled  man. 
Yet  man  knew  God :  for  him  the  universe  mourned. 


He  came,  like  love,  to  beseeching  strings.  Before  birth 

He  had  experienced  death.  He  sang  in  the  cradle. 

He  knew  the  tenderest  fire  in  eyes  declined 

Where  his  mother  leaned.  Then,  racing  out  in  the  fields, 

True  friends  he  found :  the  mountains  were  his  companions. 

At  dusk  the  rivers  returned  to  the  edge  of  the  eyes. 

He  touched  the  stars,  the  wind,  the  crowns  of  the  reeds. 

If  he  lingered  late,  he  felt  the  sigh  of  the  dew 

Like  souls  found  late  upon  Lethe.  In  purest  darkness 

His  eyes  shone  with  tears.  He  thought  of  the  underworld. 

He  grew  in  stature.  He  felt  the  arms  of  the  gods 

About  him.  When  people  spoke,  he  remained  confused. 

If  he  touched  a  bud,  he  knew  the  secrets  of  nature. 

The  Rhine,  the  demi-god,  thundered,  a  Titan  in  chains. 

At  evening  he  would  return  by  a  wooded  path 

To  his  mother's  house  where  myths  of  the  Greeks  were  stored. 

His  eyes  marvelled,  reading  the  deeds  of  heroes. 

At  night,  when  his  book  was  closed,  the  curtain  stirred, 

Pure  gold  in  the  rising  moon ;  and  he  saw  the  valleys 

Transformed  with  unearthly  light.  He  acclaimed  his  kindred. 

Quite  still,  he  smiled,  caught  up  to  the  plains  of  heaven. 
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'Holy  dawn,  the  man  who  is  not  a  hero 

Does  not  see  you;  therefore  you  are  not  honoured, 

Beautiful  sun-god;  therefore  your  lyre  is  silent, 

Except  where  pious  peoples  watch  you  ascend. 

You  are  too  still  for  the  eyes  of  men ;  your  music 

Rises  solemn,  not  knowing  trouble  or  care, 

In  perfect  praise,  much  brighter  than  any  dream. 

I  have  known  and  loved  you,  Aether,  better  than  men. 
Late,  when  moonlight  bathed  the  enchanted  fields, 
When  the  last  notes  of  the  sun-youth's  lyre  had  faded 
Leaving  the  listening  mountains  lost  in  music, 
I  have  seen  them  walk,  in  airs  of  the  gods,  those  genii, 
Patient  as  stars.  My  tongue  is  the  tomb  of  angels. 
My  words  are  silence.  Orpheus  plays  to  the  Shades.' 

Yet  nearer  the  bone  were  his  words  on  the  master  of  tragedy, 
After  the  sun-god's  music,  this  upon  Sophocles: 
'Many  attempted  in  vain,  through  joy,  the  most  joyful  to  utter; 
Here,  at  last,  I  am  held:  here,  in  the  tragic,  it  speaks.' 


3 
Once  he  saw  the  two  halves  of  life  in  a  lake, 
Swans  on  the  lake,  and  above  it,  falling  blossoms 
Touching  the  surface  dividing  youth  from  age. 
Then,  where  they  dipped  through  the  surface,  all  was 

shadow. 
Had  he  seen  the  future,  by  walls  of  Winter  entombed, 

Discoursing,  when  Waiblinger  saw  him,  of  Zimmer's 

kindness, 
A  mask  of  deference  hiding  the  features  of  youth 
Of  one  the  world  had  rejected?  Who  could  have  heard, 
In  that  breath  of  suspended  magic,  the  weather-vane  clatter 
Of  the  castle  to  which  he  was  doomed? 


[59] 


4 
Early,  taught  by  Greece, 
He  sought  the  heroic  in  man.  Apollo 
Played  to  him.  That  gold  fleece 
Moved  on  the  water;  and  the  host 
Of  Homer's  heroes  moved.  A  lost 
Age  compelled  him.  He  must  follow, 

Source  of  Promethean  fire, 
Source  of  the  Danube's  waterfall, 
The  godlike:  great  desire, 
Glorious  Heracles'  feet, 
With  tiger  and  vine  in  thrall 
Where  the  West  and  Asia  meet. 

There  sprang  from  ancient  silence 

Music  of  gods,  the  clash  on  rocks  of  seas. 

He  saw  those  silver  islands, 

And  he  heard  Mnemosyne's 

Lament  for  Achilles  and  Ajax,  Ajax  dead 

In  the  grotto  by  the  sea-bed. 

His  eyes  beyond  Greece  beheld 

At  the  end  of  the  poem  'Bread  and  Wine' 

The  torch  the  Syrian  held 

Awakening  through  the  divine 

Love,  that  ancient  keep 

Where  the  old  gods  fell  asleep. 

Late,  caught  up  by  a  genius, 

Borne  over  streams  and  dawn's  strange  lands, 

Their  peaks  flowering  in  Asia's  flame, 

Seeking  John,  the  witness, 

To  Patmos,  the  last  island, 

He  in  a  vision  came. 

The  lightning  held  him. 

He  thought  to  have  seen  God's  face  in  youth 

As  John  beheld  Him, 
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But  saw,  where  ages  converged,  the  sign 

Single  and  forever, 

Poured  to  the  dust  like  wine. 

This  was  the  bridal  feast 

Where  Greece,  by  Christus'  lightning  stripped, 

With  Asia  and  the  East 

Met  in  love's  utmost  wish. 

And  the  Baptist's  head  in  the  dish 

Shone  like  unfading  script. 

All  stood  at  the  bridal  feast 

Changed  by  the  downward-pointing  sign. 

The  deepest  joy  was  released 

By  the  deepest  shadow  in  death. 

'Since  Christ,  like  morning  mist 

Are  the  names  of  the  souls  of  breath/ 


5 
The  pine  moves.  Like  an  instrument  it  responds 
To  the  music  of  Earth.  It  drinks  the  life  of  the  underworld. 
The  pine-cone  falls,  rolls,  rain-sodden,  at  rest. 
Under  the  rock  thunders,  remorseless,  the  waterfall, 
And  trampled,  year  upon  year,  by  confused  horses, 
The  violet-root  secretes  the  breath  of  the  century. 

Poet  of  rivers  and  supernatural  love, 

His  crime  was  tenderness.  Goethe  was  reinging  in  Weimar, 

Holding,  majestic,  his  court,  like  a  classical  sun. 

For  Holderlin  Schiller  surpassed  him,  the  last  of  the  Hellenes, 

An  unapproachable  star.  Yet  neither  accepted 

Their  eccentric  visitor,  pledged  to  a  loftier  myth. 

Acclaiming  creation  hung  on  the  word  of  God, 

His  was  the  hardest  task,  his  lot  to  be  spurned; 

And  yet  his  fragments  outshine  their  accomplished  works. 

The  living  universe  moves  in  the  final  hymns, 
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The  measure,  there,  is  the  deepest  measure  of  thought, 
Sprung  from  the  purest  love,  for  love  is  the  measure. 

'The  beginning  of  riches  is  truly',  he  said,  'in  the  sea', 
Springing  from  dissolution,  the  dazzling  one 
Casting  up  shells,  out  of  its  boisterous  movement 
Casting  up  Greece,  the  light  of  perfect  meanings, 
The  shape  of  perfect  statues,  that  are  still : 
How  soon  the  tumultuous  waters  make  all  nothing. 

Terrible  destinies  sleep  in  the  shadow  of  calm. 
The  prophets  of  order  suffer  on  harmony's  wheel 
The  tension  between  their  vision  and  that  which  exists. 
Involved  in  the  sun,  the  language  of  petals  and  leaves 
His  mother  tongue,  he  saw,  as  one  blind,  by  miracle 
Given  true  sight,  divinity's  earth-born  day. 

And  late,  remembering  the  mountains  and  the  Dordogne, 
His  eyes  fixed  in  thought  on  the  tumbling  river, 
He  wrote,  at  the  end  of  the  Andenken: 

'Great  as  a  sea, 
The  river  goes  out.  The  sea,  though, 
Takes  and  gives  recollection, 
And  love,  too,  fastens  the  eyes  intently. 
What  endures,  however,  poets  create.' 


He  saw  Dionysus  clear  from  the  forge  of  Vulcan, 

Birthplace  of  wonders,  flash  of  the  deathless  moment. 

For  who  could  train  down  with  such  grace  the  intuitive  lightning 

To  the  thunderous  chains  of  his  cloud?  The  courses  of  rivers 

Remained  a  compelling  mystery;  yet  when  he  wrote 

Of  these,  he  no  longer  watched,  he  became  the  river. 

So  swift  his  thought,  so  close  to  the  life  he  saw, 

He  knew  the  rose  as  the  rose  is  known  to  herself, 

Fell  with  the  cataract's  fall,  or  became  that  eagle 

Of  piercing  sight,  or  learnt  the  time  of  the  fig-tree, 

Not  by  time,  but  by  breast-feather  and  leaf. 
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Dawn  breaks;  the  sunlight  moves  like  a  spirit. 

Faint  breezes  play  through  arresting  leaves.  The  morning 
Moves  through  the  sky.  The  divine,  far-reaching  blueness 
Yields  to  the  flight  of  birds. 

Now  he  should  come,  the  serene,  transfiguring  hero 

Rocked  in  light's  cradle,  bearing  the  snake  he  has  killed. 
Too  dark  without  him  were  Earth,  and  the  cloistered 
greyness 
Walled  from  sunlight  and  flowers. 

What  might  the  gift  not  bring  to  their  holy  light 

Who  ask  love  only?  Sacrifice  willed  by  the  heavenly  ones 
Raises  our  god-pierced  eyes.  Our  selves  are  nothing; 
That  which  we  seek  is  all. 

Earth  is  green,  is  gay,  but  is  fair  no  longer. 

Wild  is  the  sea,  and  white :  the  ships  are  glorious. 
The  running  river  looks  for  a  vanished  picture. 
Who  is  at  peace,  what  mortal? 

Surely,  below,  the  goddess  lives,  Diotima. 

Did  she  not  lift  me,  blinded,  carried  to  godhead, 

Resting  with  genius  in  clouds?  The  cataract  thunders; 
But,  for  the  lovers,  stillness. 

Truth,  I  have  seen  her  live,  here,  in  the  body 
Moving;  not  a  far  country.  No  medallion 

Of  Hellas  matched  her.  Death  has  fastened  her  eyelids. 
Orphaned  is  night,  is  morning. 


8 
But  now  it  was  late. 

The  sands  were  chill,  no  comfort  in  earth,  and  in  air 
The  bird  of  night  which  hovered  before  his  eyes 
In  premonition  of  exile,  herald  of  fate, 
Left  him  now,  to  return  when  the  hour  of  death 
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Closed  his  lips  on  an  incomprehensible  prayer. 
In  the  room  where  he  passed  his  days  his  book  lay  open, 
But  the  verses  he  made  in  age  were  formal  and  simple; 
He  scattered  some  on  the  stream  from  the  tree  of  his  tower, 
Like  leaves  of  acceptance,  tranquil  in  thought  and  rhyme. 
Long  he  lived  there,  a  stranger  to  his  own  name, 
Entranced  with  landscape,  smiling  over  the  Neckar, 
Dying  beyond  his  time. 

9 

If  there  could  be 

A  second  genesis  of  the  first  Adam, 

His  mind  fixed  on  the  all-creating  God, 

A  child  to  the  mother  raised,  his  eyes  remaining 

Full  of  that  first  pure  concord,  light  with  light, 

Adam  redeemed,  both  Heaven  and  Earth  at  once 

Mirrored  in  eyes,  proportioning  the  limbs, 

The  mountains  moving  in  their  primal  shape 

In  dew  and  worship,  cities  and  their  rivers 

Moving  in  harmony  with  that  first  music, 

Holderlin's  dream  would  live. 

But  now  he  speaks 
In  fragmentary  language 

Of  castles  built  by  the  heavenly  ones ;  man  as  demi-god, 
And  a  world  huger,  torn  in  fragments,  glory 
Accessible  only  to  faith,  miraculous  bridges, 
Visions  too  great  for  man  without  the  cadence 
And  broken  utterance  of  our  elected  guide. 

And  still,  through  darkness,  Nazareth,  Capernaum; 

The  hymn  to  the  Madonna; 

Holy  vibrations  of  unbounded  joy 

Still  sounding  from  the  deepest  hour  of  man, 

Grief  keeping  pace  with  joy. 

Still,  since  the  great  wrong  and  the  wrong  redeemed, 

To  live  would  be  to  suffer,  from  that  hour. 

Because  his  song  was  pure  false  tongues  are  silent. 
Through  him  the  dead  speak,  and  the  quick  are  changed. 
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Angelas  Adam 

Design  upon  this  image  holds  the  vast 
Will  of  the  sculptor  no  desire  could  speak. 
There  the  strict  outline  overcame  the  weak 
Before  the  face  could  hold  the  radiance  cast 
And  let  that  finger  gather  all  the  Past, 
Revealing  at  a  stroke  in  light  oblique 
In  muscular  strength  of  neck  and  curve  of  cheek 
The  harmony  of  line  for  which  all  fast. 

Exuberantly  the  kestrel  rides  the  storm 
Motionless,  carved  in  air.  It  is  the  form 
Speaking  against  the  false  forms  it  cast  out 
Whose  fixed  proportions  still  return  with  grace. 
Athletic  genius  has  no  room  for  doubt 
And  laughs  at  all  designs  to  take  its  place. 
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The  Fossil 

Rest  in  your  bed,  yet  ask  that  bed : 

What  if, 

Unseen  by  man,  the  fossil  also  moves 

Where  stone, 

Hammered  by  centuries  of  sun  and  wind 

Deep  in  the  cliff, 

Will  not  lie  still  in  darkness,  but  instead 

Repeats  the  bivalve's  track,  its  winding  grooves, 

The  nerve  still  gripping  though  the  limb  is  gone? 

Wedged  in  rock  strata,  all  is  still  defined 

By  streaks  of  bone. 

Touch,  now,  this  rock,  but  while  you  touch, 

See,  see 

Light's  colours  dancing  where  the  long  waves  bring 

A  shell 

Tossed  by  the  tide  that  wafts  it  in,  to  spin, 

Dandled  and  free, 

Clinging  the  nest  of  form,  the  mother  clutch, 

With  all  its  colours  beating  like  a  wing 

Harbouring  the  secret  heaven  from  which  it  fell, 

Rolling  to  sand,  yet  guarding  far  within 

The  wild  sea  swell. 

Frail,  fresh,  dry,  ancient,  day  and  night, 

Who  may 

Unite  these  two,  on  this  or  any  shore? 

Rock's  grave 

Holding  life's  pattern,  steals  the  vital  lustres, 

Drains  them  away. 

Makes  that  lose  colour  which  the  sea  made  bright, 

Locks,  till  their  music  can  be  heard  no  more, 

These  vessels  which,  when  taken  from  the  wave, 

Throbbed  with  mysterious  wonder.  Dry,  their  clusters 

Hide  what  life  gave. 
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All  that  wc  are  binds  both,  I  say. 

If,  then, 

Seeing  this  fossil,  all  men  lack  the  wit 

To  match 

This  to  the  thing  like  blossom,  who  shall  know 

Women  and  men 

Who  still  may  have  the  power  to  build  our  day 

After  such  transformation?  For  each  bit 

Curbs,  and  the  keen  spur  kindles,  when  they  snatch 

Disciplined  glory,  swift  in  heaven,  and  slow 

On  earth  to  catch. 

If  man  brings  honour  to  nature,  then, 

Cold  earth, 

Give  back  to  man  his  detail.  Let  none  write 

Vague  sound 

To  separate  his  truth  from  living  words. 

Their  shape  is  worth 

More  than  pretence,  the  false  nest  of  the  wren. 

Keep  strict  that  idiom  printed  on  the  night. 

Even  where  life's  magic  vanishes  through  your  mound, 

Frail  though  the  blossom  seem,  it  is  the  Lord's, 

Cast  inward,  crowned. 


[67] 


Expectation  of  Life 

This  rocky  headland  now  picks  me, 

Watching  once  more  the  ancestral  tides, 

To  reconcile  what  death  divides 

And  knock  the  breath  out  of  the  sea. 

Here,  where  a  cavern  holds  the  key 

To  all  tempestuous  nature  hides, 

I  bind  the  changing  seasons  fast, 

While  the  wave  breaks  whose  voice  disowns 

All  shipwrecked  lives  for  whom,  being  past* 

Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones. 

Now  the  low  sun,  life's  wake,  when  lambs 

Add  to  dead  snows  the  snow  of  birth : 

No  flower  upon  the  cliff  breaks  forth 

Through  the  black  gorse-boughs'  perished  flames. 

I  pick  my  way  where  the  goat  climbs; 

Then,  as  I  dig  my  heel  in  earth, 

Into  the  teeth  of  wind  I  say : 

This  has  no  memory  of  men's  groans. 

When  Winter  takes  our  life  away 

Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones. 

Hands  from  necessity  began 
Shaping  the  earliest  tools  of  life, 
The  flint,  the  javelin,  and  the  knife, 
Against  the  wind's  destructive  dawn. 
Into  this  cave  where  waters  yawn 
Under  the  prehistoric  cliff 
Again,  again,  the  plunging  sea 
Gropes  for  a  trace  of  human  bones. 
Empty  again  the  foam  goes  free : 
Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones. 

A  keen  wind  lashed  the  first  of  March. 
Two  ravens  flew  about  these  rocks 
Building  and  foraging.  White  sticks, 
Dropped  by  their  beaks  in  cleft  and  arch, 
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Three-quarters  up  the  sheer  rock  hitch 
Their  straggling  nest.  Beneath,  a  fox 
Flashed  on  its  errand  to  strike  dead 
The  young  of  less  exalted  thrones. 
The  quartz  is  sparkling  where  they  bled : 
Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones. 

Into  this  slope  I  wedge  my  feet 

Fast  against  wind.  Fly  past,  vain  days. 

I  am  pledged  to  one  you  cannot  raise, 

Lost  in  the  waters'  winding-sheet. 

Winds  cannot  foster  nor  repeat 

My  prayer,  nor  guess  what  downcast  praise 

Anchors  all  time.  Let  doubt  waylay 

The  living.  Each  true  dead  intones : 

'For  men  inconstant  when  they  pray 

Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones.' 

What  sudden  whiteness  drifts  between 
The  bright  and  dark  side  of  the  slope? 
The  sun  now  lets  a  curtain  drop ; 
I  see  the  headland  intervene. 
Surely  beneath  it  snow  is  seen 
Preserved  in  shadow?  Ravens  swoop. 
Under  their  wings  a  goat  flock  moves. 
They  dip  and  rise  like  galleons, 
Feeding  on  thorns ;  beneath  their  hooves 
Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones. 

Return,  return,  you  black  proud  wings, 
That  I  may  see  you  cross  the  verge 
Of  cliff,  and  perch  above  your  charge, 
Guardians  of  true  and  threatened  things. 
Fast  in  the  rock  you  guard  those  springs 
Where  looms  and  energies  emerge 
Kindling  the  vision  breath  has  made, 
Without  which,  though  the  patriarch  owns 
The  apportioned  lands  of  light  and  shade, 
Nothing  is  left  but  earth  and  stones. 
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The  Smoke  of  Cities  Passed 

The  smoke  of  cities  passed,  and  in  its  place 
I  saw  one  city  and  one  street  grow  clear, 
Remembered  now  from  childhood's  endless  year, 
And  there  I  looked  for  one  expected  face. 
As  one  may  see,  where  many  waters  race, 
A  single  moment  held,  so  it  was  here. 
I  recognized  the  Present  as  austere: 
Time  has  the  line  no  other  time  can  trace. 

Yet  this  late  meeting  earlier  years  had  sown. 
Wind  gathered  light  and  passed  it  through  the  trees 
Indifferent  to  the  face  I  came  to  greet. 
The  power  to  reperceive  was  mine  alone, 
Something  distinct  from  time,  as  life  with  ease 
Put  on  another  skin  and  shed  the  street. 
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Bishopston  Stream 

River  last  seen  in  Spring,  you  race  in  the  light  of  Autumn. 
Now,  as  you  run  through  hazels,  their  leaves  are  already 

falling. 
Out  of  the  wood  I  come,  astonished  again  to  find  you 
Younger  and  swifter. 

There  were  two  voices  then,  moving  about  in  foliage. 
One  called  the  other  voice,  then  a  great  bird  made  silence. 
This  was  their  meeting-place,  here  where  the  heron  paddling 
Stepped  on  the  square  stone. 

Crossing  an  open  space,  haunted  in  June  by  mayflies, 
Into  the  gloom  of  trees  you  wind  through  Bishopston  Valley, 
Darting,  kingfisher-blue,  carrying  a  streak  of  silver 
Fished  from  oblivion. 

Over  your  tunnelled  song,  pulled  in  the  year's  declining, 
Lies  an  uprooted  elm,  struck  by  a  gale  of  lightning. 
Trout  in  the  shadows  hide ;  black  is  the  hurrying  water, 
Thronged  once  with  Spring  stars. 

May  not  the  two  I  saw  be  in  this  hour  united 
Who  are  gone  different  ways?  Water,  that  young  Rebecca, 
Naomi,  Ruth,  once  heard,  voices  above  a  pitcher, 
Late  let  me  stoop  here. 

Yet  if  I  listen  closely,  singing  of  separation, 
Singing  of  night  you  go,  through  a  continual  darkness, 
River  of  exile's  voice,  harps  that  were  hung  heard  plainly 
Now,  in  the  clear  dusk. 

Even  by  day  you  run  through  a  continual  darkness. 
Could  we  interpret  time,  we  should  be  like  the  angels. 
Always  against  your  sound  there  is  a  second  river 
Speaks,  by  its  silence. 
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The  Present 

Strange,  is  it  not,  that  he  for  whom 
The  living  moment  stood  in  flesh, 
Should  bring  the  future  to  this  room 
Held  at  arm's  length,  and  always  fresh. 

Strange,  that  his  echoing  words  can  spell 
New  meanings  though  the  die  is  cast, 
And  tell  us  more  than  time  can  tell, 
Immediate  in  a  timeless  Past; 

And  stranger  still,  for  us  who  knew 
The  living  face  and  now  return 
Its  pictured  gaze,  so  quick,  so  new, 
Love's  vital  fire  being  its  concern, 

To  think,  though  years  should  gallop  now 
Or  lag  behind,  he  will  not  care, 
So  calm  the  eyes  beneath  the  brow, 
Held  in  a  breath  by  angels  there. 
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Taliesin's  Voyage 

The  coracle  carried  me. 
The  seawave  tossed  me. 
Hawk,  hound  harried  me. 
Caridwen  lost  me. 

Hid  in  the  hollow 
Of  a  rounded  bark, 
I  heard  swift,  swallow, 
Fly  through  the  dark. 

Raved,  nor  remembered 

Earthly  things, 

But  wide-ribbed,  slumbered 

Under  those  wings. 

- 

Past  day  and  night, 
Past  night  and  day, 
Under  the  flight 
Of  the  stars  I  lay. 

At  last  emerging 
With  dawn  I  woke 
Where  rough  seas  surging 
On  shingle  broke. 

Caridwen's  prey, 
Child  of  the  sea, 
I  was  cast  that  day 
On  wild  Pwlldu. 

The  days  of  my  voyage 
When  numbered  are 
As  a  glacier's  age 
Or  a  shooting  star. 

Swift  and  slow 
In  one  rope  twined 
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A  sail  did  throw 

On  my  dreaming  mind. 

Time  I  pursued 
And  saw  the  kill. 
Life  was  renewed 
Where  time  lay  still. 

Sand  and  the  year 
That  seemed  deranged 
Are  filled  with  grandeur, 
For  all  is  changed. 

O  raven,  kestrel, 
Wheeling  round, 
Teach  your  minstrel 
The  heart  of  sound ! 

I,  Taliesin, 
Know  the  cords 
Between  that  pin 
And  the  turning  birds. 

But  the  wind's  hound 
And  the  mussel's  sting 
Between  the  drowned 
And  the  seabird's  wing, 

Where  have  they  left 
Destruction's  key, 
Hid  in  what  cleft 
Of  the  crying  sea? 
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Taliesin  and  the  Mockers 

Before  men  walked 

I  was  in  these  places. 

I  was  here 

When  the  mountains  were  laid. 

I  am  as  light 
To  eyes  long  blind, 
I,  the  stone 
Upon  every  grave. 

I  saw  black  night 

Flung  wide  like  a  curtain. 

I  looked  up 

At  the  making  of  stars. 

I  stood  erect 

At  the  birth  of  rivers. 

I  observed 

The  designing  of  flowers. 

Who  has  discerned 
The  voice  of  lightning, 
Or  traced  the  music 
Behind  the  eyes? 

My  Lord  prescribed 
The  paths  of  the  planets. 
His  fingers  scattered 
The  distant  stars. 

He  shaped  the  grave  shore's 
Ringing  stones 
And  gave  to  the  rocks 
An  echoing  core. 

He  bound  great  mountains 
With  snow  and  ice 
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And  bathed  in  glory 
The  lesser  hills. 

He  made  the  sun 
Of  sulphurous  fire. 
From  secret  darkness 
He  called  the  moon. 

Under  her  voice 
And  moving  light 
He  chained  the  tides 
Of  the  great  seas  rolling. 

Still  upon  Earth 

Was  no  live  creature. 

Barren  still 

Was  the  womb  of  the  sea. 

Mute  the  features 
Slept  in  the  rock, 
Limbs  and  the  soul 
Inert,  unbeckoned. 

Marrowed  with  air 
He  made  the  birds. 
Fish  He  sowed 
In  the  restless  wave. 

Antelope,  horse 

And  bull  He  made. 

From  caves  of  ice 

He  released  the  stormwinds. 

He  numbered  the  meadow's 
Drops  of  rain 
Caught  in  the  cloud 
And  the  teeming  rose-bush. 
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Lions  He  made 

Like  fallen  suns, 

Fiery  sand 

And  the  beasts  of  burden. 

He  gave  to  the  trees 
Mysterious  fruits 
And  twined  in  the  husk 
Miraculous  corn. 

Where  lizards  breathed 
On  the  pathless  desert 
He  gave  each  atom 
A  hidden  sun. 

Last,  all  labour 
He  bent  on  dust. 
Out  of  the  red  dust 
Made  He  Man. 

Ancient  music 
Of  silence  born : 
All  things  born 
At  the  touch  of  God. 

He  built  for  him 
His  eternal  garden, 
Timeless,  moving, 
And  yet  in  time. 

He  cast  on  him 
Dark  veils  of  sleep. 
Out  of  his  side 
He  took  the  Female. 

Ask  my  age: 

You  shall  have  no  answer. 

I  saw  the  building 

Of  Babel's  Tower. 
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I  was  a  lamp 

In  Solomon's  temple; 

I,  the  reed 

Of  an  auguring  wind. 

What  do  you  seek 
In  the  salmon  river, 
Caught  in  the  net, 
What  living  gold? 

What  do  you  seek 
In  the  weir,  O  Elphin? 
You  must  know 
That  the  sun  is  mine. 

I  have  a  gift 

For  I  have  nothing. 

I  have  love 

Which  excels  all  treasures. 

Certain  there  were 

Who  touched,  who  knew  Him. 

Blind  men  knew 

On  the  road  their  God. 

Mock  me  they  will, 
Those  hired  musicians, 
They  at  Court 
Who  command  the  schools. 

Mock  though  they  do, 
My  music  stands 
Before  and  after 
Accusing  silence. 
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Words  to  Artemis 

Virginal  Artemis,  rising  late, 
Round  above  the  falling  dew, 
Violence  made  Alcmena  mate; 
Got  with  child,  with  child  grown  great, 
Violently  I  envy  you. 

Ecstasy  beyond  the  tomb 
And  the  boughs  of  Adam's  tree, 
Brilliance  never  known  to  groom, 
Let  me  touch  your  secret  loom. 
I  am  bound,  but  you  are  free. 

You  that  never  felt  this  weight 
Nor  the  strength  of  life  unborn 
Kick  against  the  bonds  of  fate, 
Aid  me  now  to  cast  this  great 
Burden  aching  to  be  borne. 

Bright  beyond  my  days  are  you, 
Yet  within  my  toll  and  fee. 
Do  what  none  but  you  can  do. 
Bound  to  none,  these  bonds  undo 
Holding  back  the  prisoned  sea. 

Let  that  circle  be  fulfilled 
Ancient  as  the  loom  of  man. 
Not  by  peace  the  heavens  are  stilled 
But  by  all  the  strength  we  willed, 
Now  to  comfort  girl  or  man. 

Shine  above  me,  cool  this  fever; 
Lift  to  you  the  newborn  eyes. 
Set  your  bow  against  their  quiver 
That  in  darkness  they  discover 
Eyes  of  love,  unsetting  eyes. 
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Music  of  Colours — Dragonfoil  and  the 
Furnace  of  Colours 

i 

Bright  petal,  dragonfoil,  springing  from  the  hot  grass, 
Dazzling  profusion  continually  fading, 
Sprung  from  the  white  fire,  tiger-lily,  snake-fang 
Basking  in  brilliance;  deep  in  fume  of  poppies 
Sleep  the  black  stamens. 

Where  were  these  born  then,  nurtured  of  the  white  light? 
Dragonfly,  kingfisher  breaking  from  the  white  bones, 
Snows  never  seen,  nor  blackthorn  boughs  in  winter, 
Lit  by  what  brand  of  a  perpetual  summer, 
These  and  the  field  flowers? 

All  is  entranced  here,  mazed  amid  the  wheatfield 
Mustardseed,  chicory,  sky  of  the  cornflower 
Deepening  in  sunlight,  singing  of  the  reapers, 
Music  of  colours  swaying  in  the  light  breeze, 
Flame  wind  of  poppies. 

Lizards  on  dry  stone ;  gipsy-bright  nasturtiums 
Burning  through  round  leaves,  twining  out  in  torch-buds; 
Even  the  stream's  tongue  alters  where  the  rose-blaze 
Hangs  in  forgetfulness.  Who  beneath  the  water 
Plucks  at  the  dark  strings? 

Where  is  the  young  Spring,  clustered  myosotis? 
Have  you  forgotten,  drugged  beneath  the  heat  haze, 
White  stems  of  bluebells  hidden  in  the  dark  wood, 
Swan  of  the  lily,  purple- throated  iris, 
Lost  in  your  silence? 

Speak:  what  Ophelia  lies  among  your  shadows? 
Is  it  her  music,  or  is  it  Eurydice 
Gone  from  your  bank,  for  there  a  spirit's  absence 
Wakens  the  music  that  was  heard  by  Orpheus, 
Lost,  where  the  stream  glides. 
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Far  off,  continually,  I  can  hear  the  breakers 
Falling,  destroying,  secret,  while  the  rainbow, 
Flying  in  spray,  perpetuates  the  white  light, 
Ocean,  kindler  of  us,  mover  and  mother, 
Constantly  changing. 


Brand  lit  in  foliage,  in  the  heart  of  summer, 
Breaking  from  the  live  coals,  torn  from  the  seed-pod, 
Flaunting  its  brilliance,  petals  of  the  burnet-rose 
Stirred  by  a  slow  wind,  under  gold  antennae 
Wasp-gold,  simmering,  hovering  in  heat  haze, 
Red  silk  of  poppies: 

June  wakes  the  music  that  was  known  to  Orpheus, 
Breathed  by  the  fire-god,  muted  for  enchantment, 
Fire-misted  marigold,  clustered  myosotis 
Sprung  to  remember  the  river's  lamentation, 
June  flowers  hiding  the  footprints  of  Eurydice 
Seized  by  the  dark  king. 

Yet  the  turf  tells  me :  she  it  is,  no  other, 
Touches  the  rose-blaze,  gathers  what  became  her 
Music.  Forgetfulness  holds  her  like  a  girdle 
Silent.  Only  by  absence  is  the  song  made 
Audible.  Orpheus,  leaning  above  Lethe, 
Knows  every  note  there. 

There  the  stream  flies  on  to  its  own  beginning, 

Slips  through  the  fresh  banks,  woods  of  their  escaping, 

Leaving  in  glory  patterns  of  a  lost  world, 

Leaves  that  are  shadows  of  a  different  order, 

Light,  born  of  white  light,  broken  by  the  wave's  plunge 

Here  into  colours. 

Ocean,  kindler  of  us,  mover  and  mother, 
Assailing  the  rock  with  variety  of  music, 
Inconstancy  of  pattern,  eternally  renewing 
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Through  mother-of-pearl  the  colours  of  destruction 
Dissolving,  lost  in  the  whisper  of  the  sea-cave, 
Sigh  of  a  gull's  wings ! 

Here  now  is  summer,  this  perennial  wonder 
Of  fireborn  blossoms,  the  sudden  incarnation 
True  for  this  moment,  therefore  never  dying, 
Never  transfigured  by  the  net  of  sunbeams, 
Being  of  the  spray,  the  rainbow  from  the  breakers, 
Born,  like  the  white  girl. 


Who  half  asleep,  or  waking,  does  not  hear  it, 
Drone  where  the  bees  swarm,  sky  of  the  cornflower, 
Blaze  of  a  water-lily,  music  of  the  reapers, 
Lithe  bodies  moving  continually  forward 
Under  the  heat  haze? 

Dust  drops  from  campions  where  the  hedge  is  hottest. 
Foxgloves  and  grasses  tremble  where  a  snake  basks, 
Coiled  under  brilliance.  Petals  of  the  burnet-rose 
Flash  there,  pulsating:  do  the  gold  antennae 
Feel  for  the  white  light? 

All  that  is  made  here  hides  another  making; 

Even  this  water  shows  a  magic  surface. 

Sky  is  translated ;  dragonfly  and  iris 

Rise  from  the  grey  sheath;  unremembered  shadows 

Cling,  where  the  bloom  breaks. 

Yet,  not  that  bloom,  nor  any  kind  of  foliage, 
Cup,  sheath  or  daystar,  bright  above  the  water, 
Clustered  forgetmenots  tufted  on  the  stream's  bank, 
Not  one  recalls  the  virginals  of  April 
Heard,  when  the  wood  grieved. 

Waking  entranced,  we  cannot  see  that  other 
Order  of  colours  moving  in  the  white  light. 
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Time  is  for  us  transfigured  into  colours 

Known  and  remembered  from  an  earlier  summer, 

Or  into  breakers 

Falling  on  gold  sand,  bringing  all  to  nothing. 
Fire  of  the  struck  brand  hides  beneath  the  white  spray. 
All  life  begins  there,  scattered  by  the  rainbow; 
Yes,  and  the  field  flowers,  these  deceptive  blossoms, 
Break  from  the  furnace. 
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Quern  Quaeritis? 

(poem  for  voices) 

Whom  do  you  seek?  No  life  is  in  this  ground. 
The  napkin  stained  and  linen  clothes  lie  round. 
Here  is  no  fountain  but  a  land  of  dearth 
Where  thorns  forget  the  forehead  they  had  crowned. 
Whom  do  you  seek? 

'What  is  pure  gold  or  what  are  diamonds  worth 
To  that  first  vision,  men  like  trees  on  earth 
Walking?  For  so  He  showed  them  first,  and  then 
Opened  my  eyelids,  who  was  blind  from  birth/ 
Whom  do  you  seek  ? 

'In  that  clear  stream  I  also  was  made  clean. 
Going  from  the  priest,  I  turned,  the  last  of  ten, 
To  give  God  praise,  being  healed  of  leprosy, 
Though  He  had  warned  me :  Hide  your  praise  from  men.' 
Whom  do  you  seek? 

'I  was  so  hidden,  my  hand  He  could  not  see 
When,  in  that  press  of  people,  on  my  knee 
I  touched  His  garment;  yet  my  life  was  known. 
That  moment  from  affliction  I  went  free.' 
Whom  do  you  seek  ? 

'When,  among  graves,  despairing  I  was  thrown 
By  devils  to  the  ground,  I  heard  each  stone 
Echo  His  words,  until  the  walls  cried  out: 
Come  out  of  him,  and  leave  My  son  alone.' 
Whom  do  you  seek  ? 

'He  loosed  my  tongue.  That  power  how  could  I  doubt? 
Though  all  denied  Him,  each  would  stay  devout, 
Had  he  been  bound  like  me,  both  deaf  and  dumb, 
Until  those  sudden  fingers  made  me  shout.' 
Whom  do  you  seek? 
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'They  look  for  glory  in  day,  and  we  in  gloom. 
We  look  for  Him  who  has  overcome  the  tomb. 
By  Him,  by  His  first  promise  we  are  bound, 
Whose  narrow  dwelling  gives  us  greatest  room.3 
Whom  do  you  seek  ? 
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Five  Poems  of  Magdalenian  Darkness 

i.  Touch 

Never  such  rest  I  had 
As  before  I  drew  breath. 
Here  I  lie  on  the  bed 
At  the  point  of  death, 
I,  the  Magdalen,  dead 
In  all  but  faith. 

Now  the  sorrow  I  lived 

Is  taken  away. 

Death  now  calls  for  the  gift 

And  I  must  obey. 

Joy  is  the  certainty  left: 

Do  not  delay. 

Many  shall  murmur  of  me : 
'I  have  known  such, 
Fickle  and  bright  as  the  sea, 
Gave  herself  much.' 
Broken  at  last  though  I  be, 
Truth  is  in  touch. 

2.   The  Stair 

Bitter  my  life  has  been,  not  sweet, 

Yet  grief  has  made  me  strong. 

Was  ever  vision  more  complete 

Or  hope  more  plainly  hung 

Than  when  with  tears  I  washed  His  feet 

Whose  body  paid  for  wrong? 

Darkness,  compel  that  hour  to  stay 
Whose  pledge  is  in  the  tomb. 
The  leper's  praises  die  away. 
How  silent  is  the  room. 
All  is  remembered  from  the  day, 
And  still  death  will  not  come. 
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These  seconds  wait  upon  the  crime 

None  but  the  dead  can  bear, 

But  I  renounce  unholy  time 

And  that  sweet  morning  air. 

Down  through  derision  He  did  climb : 

I  choose  the  bitter  stair. 


3.  The  Music  of  Justice 

Death,  I  know  you  already:  you  come  to  take  what  I  have. 
Poor  though  you  think  me  and  frail,  in  this  darkness  by  which 

I  am  blest, 
Never  so  rich  was  I  yet  as  now  at  the  edge  of  the  grave. 
Of  all  the  sweet  joys  I  have  looked  for,  this  is  the  dearest  and 

best. 
I,  that  was  love's  anointer,  am  ready  to  die  as  a  slave. 
Make  me  whole  with  the  music  of  justice,  and  hide  what  has 

robbed  me  of  rest. 

4.   The  Knockers 

Older  in  sorrows  and  years 

Than  the  girl  I  was  then, 

I  remember  in  darkness  the  spears, 

Low  voices  of  men. 

That  knocking  that  fell  on  my  ears, 

I  hear  it  again. 

Run,  spirits,  and  find  in  your  track 

All  the  days  that  I  spent. 

Take  the  joy  I  would  willingly  lack. 

Leave  me  broken  or  bent, 

But  inspire  me  to  drive  the  mob  back 

Or  curb  their  intent. 

In  starlight  the  legions  are  come. 
Northward  they  move, 
Leaving  one  dead  in  each  home, 
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As  when  there  drove 

Spears  from  that  Herod,  now  Rome 

Fearing  His  love. 

5.   The  Anointing 

Hour  of  anointing,  dear  life,  how  near  you  are  now  it  is  late. 
My  heart  beats :  it  is  stronger  than  death  that  takes  it  away. 
There  are  footsteps  again  in  the  courtyard:  I  can  hear  the  con- 
spirators wait. 
How  still  the  room;  and  the  stars  of  midnight  stay. 

Where  now  are  the  many  companions  I  met  in  the  field  or  the 

road? 
When  reaping  was  done,  or  the  treading  of  grapes,  they  came 

for  delight. 
Yet  beyond  the  grave  One  drew  them.  To  whom  is  my  last 

breath  owed? 
I  touched,  I  anointed  His  feet,  on  the  threshold  of  night. 

And  where  are  the  many  He  cleansed,  the  lepers,  the  lame  and 

the  blind? 
A  new  generation  has  risen.  They  are  come  who  did  not  know 

Him. 
Tell  them  that  this  is  the  room  the  strong  must  infallibly  find, 
Their  vigour  kindled  and  fed  by  the  love  they  owe  Him. 
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REVISITED    WATERS 

for  the  Quatercentenary  of  Repton  School,  founded  in  1557 


Revisited  Waters 

i.  The  Constant  Stream 

How  patiently  the  stream 
Renews  the  archaic  song, 
Giving  to  lives  though  long 
The  transience  of  a  dream: 
A  thread,  a  slender  theme 
Flying  to  break,  though  strong, 
Being  gathered  from  that  grave 
Where  what  men  lose  they  have. 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 

Arches  and  walls  of  stone 
Unpatterned  by  the  flow, 
With  scarce  a  print  to  show 
Four  hundred  years  have  gone, 
Forget  what  time  has  known, 
A  press  of  lives  below 
Arches  and  walls  of  stone 
Unpatterned  by  the  flow. 

These  that  were  fugitive, 
They  died :  in  death  they  live. 

The  generations  rise 
To  seek  their  destinies. 
They  move  between  the  trees. 
Time  is  before  their  eyes. 
The  tragic  heroes'  cries 
Come  to  them  on  the  breeze. 
They  dramatize  their  death 
And  birth  with  every  breath. 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 
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And  often  by  that  stream 
I  felt  a  secret  power 
Making  the  passing  hour 
A  gift  of  small  esteem. 
Verse  could  for  me  redeem 
What  nature  would  devour, 
And  often  by  that  stream 
I  felt  a  secret  power. 

These  that  were  fugitive, 
They  died :  in  death  they  live. 

Four  hundred  years  ago 
Who  would  have  guessed,  in  seven 
More  years,  that  sacred  heaven 
Would  teach  a  child  to  know 
Wisdom  against  time's  flow 
Alone  to  Shakespeare  given? 
Lay  then  a  hint  concealed 
In  hedge,  or  path,  or  field? 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 

And  lives  of  speechless  fame, 
Spirits  at  beck  and  call, 
Massed  in  a  panelled  hall : 
Their  flesh  I  now  reclaim. 
Near  many  a  gold-leafed  name 
Their  eager  voices  fall, 
And  lives  of  speechless  fame, 
Spirits  at  beck  and  call. 

These  that  were  fugitive, 
They  died:  in  death  they  live. 

Yet  I  distinguish  most 
Certain  whose  genius,  come 
Rustling  in  walls  long  dumb, 
Disturb  the  moving  host. 


I  had  not  thought  one  ghost 
Could  break  so  young  a  tomb, 
Yet  it  was  wit  that  made 
Peace  between  breath  and  shade. 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 

Timeless  the  souls  remain, 
Distinct  in  memory, 
Unique  through  history, 
Born  once  and  not  again. 
While  earthquakes  crack  the  plain 
And  storms  uproot  the  tree, 
Timeless  the  souls  remain, 
Distinct  in  memory. 

These  that  were  fugitive, 
They  died :  in  death  they  live. 

Bodies  by  sense  are  bound 

As  souls  are  bound  by  grace. 

Likeness  may  bring  a  face 

Back,  which  the  years  have  drowned. 

I  have  seen  such,  then  found 

Those  features  giving  place 

To  another  in  the  street : 

In  thought  all  creatures  meet. 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 

All  are  within  my  prayers 
On  whom  time's  burden  falls. 
Fingers  that  touch  these  walls 
And  feet  that  climb  these  stairs 
Know  not  what  scream  declares 
Blind  war,  whose  waste  appals. 
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All  are  within  my  prayers 
On  whom  time's  burden  falls. 

These  that  were  fugitive, 
They  died :  in  death  they  live. 

How  could  the  young  conceive 
A  tragic  mask  serene? 
Yet  it  is  this  makes  green 
The  lives  these  waters  weave. 
To  praise  where  men  most  grieve, 
To  love  where  hate  had  been : 
This  I  would  wish  on  each; 
No  less  the  prophets  teach. 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 

And  secretly  the  stream 
Renews  the  archaic  song, 
Giving  to  lives  though  long 
The  quickness  of  a  dream. 
Most  men  mistake  the  theme 
Flying  to  break,  yet  strong; 
And  secretly  the  stream 
Renews  the  archaic  song. 

These  that  were  fugitive, 
They  died :  in  death  they  live. 

In  the  stream's  watery  glass 
We  pass,  and  do  not  pass. 

2.  Dedication 

I'll  not  be  servant, 
No,  neither  pursuivant, 
To  that  inconstant 

Bird  that  takes  wing, 
Never  remaining, 
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Leaving  this  raining 
Land  of  complaining 
Spring  after  Spring. 

Though  I  see  shiver 
Signs  on  the  river 
Where  swan  and  diver 

Calmly  alight, 
All  that  I  treasure 
Trusts  in  a  measure 
Folding  its  pleasure 

Fast  against  night. 

Here  in  this  breaking 
Dusk  of  my  waking 
Never  forsaking 

Earth  it  has  known, 
Dawn  brings  before  me 
Like  a  lost  army 
Lives  that  were  stormy 

Linked  with  my  own. 

Some  that  knew  hunger, 
Some  that  grew  stronger, 
Some  that  lived  longer, 

Looked  for  time  gone. 
Youth  made  them  tougher; 
Yet,  to  discover 
All  the  young  suffer, 

We  must  live  on. 

When  the  wings  starting, 
Bulrushes  parting, 
Migrant,  departing, 

Rise  from  the  stream, 
From  the  four  quarters 
Come  to  these  waters 
Memory's  daughters, 

Torn  from  their  dream. 
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Like  the  Earth  spinning 
Into  beginning, 
Innocence  winning 

Time  to  its  use 
Makes  the  past  present, 
Sacredly  crescent: 
All  obsolescent 

Time  it  renews. 

Make  me,  then,  servant, 
Yes,  stubborn  pursuivant 
To  the  stream's  fervent 

Spring  that  remains, 
Naked  in  bounty, 
Stripped  to  give  plenty, 
Strength  of  this  county, 

Mountains  and  plains. 

3.  Praise 

I  have  no  tongue  but  to  praise 
Certain  whose  hands 
Silenced  the  clockwork  of  days 
Mining  the  lands. 

Cherish  illusions  and  die: 
So  the  cry  went. 
Scorning  the  signs  of  the  sky, 
These  were  intent, 

Not  upon  rumour's  blind  word 
Haunting  a  town. 
Doctrine  more  secret  they  heard, 
Then  took  it  down. 

These  beheld  night  as  a  threat, 
Yet  in  the  shroud 
Masterful  features  they  met, 
Humble  and  proud. 
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Earth  could  explode  in  their  span 
While  the  debate 
Swung  from  the  courage  of  man 
Over  to  fate. 

Call  the  example  they  drew 
Christlike  at  length : 
It  was  the  just  and  the  true 
Gave  them  their  strength. 

Instantly  each  would  impart 
All  he  could  give. 
Death,  as  it  aimed  at  the  heart, 
Taught  men  to  live. 

Terror  could  detonate  near, 
Murder  unmake 

All  that  was  loved  on  the  sphere; 
Yet  at  the  stake 

Some  on  the  surface  of  sleep 
Still  would  perform 
Works  that  were  destined  to  keep 
Lives  from  the  storm, 

All  the  potential  of  time 
Saved  from  the  blast, 
Healers  of  vision  and  limb, 
Honoured  at  last. 


4.  Origins 

Spirits  united  today  and  tomorrow  dispersed 
To  places  forgetting  one  place  where  the  wind  and  the  cloud 
Conspired  with  the  waterfall's  thunder  and  found  it  accursed 
If  the  peak  of  its  bondage  was  proud: 
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May  you  speak  with  a  tongue  that  learns  only  from  love  what 

it  knows. 
May  your  strength  be  the  strength  of  wild  eagles,  and.  may  the 

blind  shock 
Of  the  elements  warring  create  in  you  joy  and  repose. 
May  you  honour  the  heart  of  the  rock. 

For  we  came  out  of  silence  and  back  into  silence  return. 

We  were  stripped  for  the  elements'  fury;  by  them  we  were 

dressed. 
First  they  mocked  us,  but  then  we  grew  stronger  and  mocked 

them  in  turn, 
In  the  heart  of  the  whirlwind  found  rest. 

We  took  refuge  in  caves  of  our  daybreak.  The  flint  and  the  knife 
Preserved  us  from  want  and  from  peril.  A  mountainous  sea, 
Ice,  famine,  or  battle,  predicted  the  end  of  all  life; 
But  from  horror  we  shook  ourselves  free. 

As  the  night  of  those  ages  gave  birth  to  a  desolate  day 
We  protected  our  flocks;  where  the  tiger,  the  wolf  and  the  boar 
Besieged  our  survival,  we  killed  them,  and  killed  birds  of  prey: 
So  we  nourished  our  life  at  death's  door. 

Yet  nothing  we  knew  in  that  rock  of  a  soul  that  would  climb, 
Of  a  Christ  that  would  save  us,  contracting  all  heaven  in  a  span. 
Compassion  was  silent.  The  reticent  forces  of  rhyme 
Lay  still  on  the  slumber  of  man. 

What  numberless  ages  of  anguish  were  sifted  like  sand ! 
What  yearning  and  ache  of  the  loins,  while  an  offspring  of  hate 
Flung  babes  to  the  furnace,  until  the  true  veins  of  the  hand 
Through  the  prophets  transfigured  the  state : 

Then  at  last  man  encountered  himself,  his  Accuser  and  end. 
He  saw  his  own  Hell  and  the  labouring  lusts  that  destroy; 
And  Jerusalem  showed  him  the  pastures  where  friend  dies  for 

friend, 
And  the  end  of  all  labour  is  joy. 
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Returning  from  Harvest 

It  is  always  so :  the  declining 
Daylight  touching  the  edge 
Of  a  window  quickens  knowledge, 
Whets  the  invisible  wing 

Of  thought,  as  the  mist-hazed  hummer 
Michaelmas  patterns  weaves. 
The  stream  understands  the  leaves 
Better  than  in  high  summer. 

And  however  the  intellect 
Predict  the  pattern  of  days, 
It  is  never  repeated.  Always 
A  change  we  did  not  expect 

Interprets  the  sickle  gleaning 
High  sheaves  for  a  sheltered  place. 
A  young  moon  hangs  in  space 
But  shines  with  a  different  meaning. 

Evening  never  deceives 
Man,  as  the  waggon  swings 
Back  from  migrating  wings 
To  his  mud-encrusted  eaves. 

They  are  gone  before  the  stoat 
In  the  iron  track  dawn-fires  smelt 
Changes  his  chestnut  pelt 
For  the  white  of  the  ermine's  coat. 

O  freshness  of  the  precise 
Season,  frost-clear  sky, 
Full  harvest  tilted  high 
In  the  ruts  of  tomorrow's  ice. 
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